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	1. Chapter 1

**Hey everyone, thanks for stopping by! So yes this is a Toothcup fic, however it will NOT be rated M for those of you wondering. I have a hard enough time writing normally, so I'm not even considering throwing that into the mix. However I reserve the right to imply it at any time. Actually the only reason I'm writing this at all is because of ADAMalchemist. So if you like it, go thank him for kicking me in the pants and getting me to write this. If you hate it, you have my permission to throw rotten tomatoes at him XD. Sorry Adam 3. **

**I'm sorry to extend this A/N further, but there are just a few more things I need to say. First, in this fic, Stoick will not be a …..nice…character. He will be a bad person. While I know many people disagree with this (I'm one of them too) I am doing this because it is important to my story. Plus this is an AU so characters don't really have to be like they are in canon, because otherwise it wouldn't be an AU! In fact, I would say most (if not all) characters in this story are OOC. I mean, the teens from the book are going to be involved with illegal gangs, and Hiccup is gay. If you have a problem with that, the back button is in the top left corner of most internet browsers. Finally, I am stating now that if I have any supporters, I promise to finish this fic. I can't say when, but it will be finished within a decent time frame. Feel free to see my commitment rant on my profile. **

**OK, finally onwards!**

The sun broke through the gap in the curtains of Hiccup Haddock's room early on Thursday morning. The light splashed across the pale green walls and over the face of the sleeping teen, resting right over his eyes and rousing him from his slumber. As he sat up in his bed he took a good look around his bedroom. His gaze shifted to his desk, crowded with school papers, clothes, and other miscellaneous items, then over to the mirror on his dresser. His room was by no means big, but it was decently sized considering it was in the cramped condo he lived in with his father.

The 19 year old finally stood from his bed and nearly stumbled over his own two feet several times as he made his way to the bathroom. When he finally arrived, he clung to the sink like his life depended on it as he stared into the mirror.

"This is definitely the worst day of the week," Hiccup said to his reflection as he fumbled for his toothbrush. While he hated most days he had to wake up early to get to classes at New York University, he hated Thursdays the most because he had to be there 8am to 8pm. At least he could look forward to his two favourite courses today: Northern European History and History of Organized Crime. An odd combination of interests to most, but not that it mattered.

Hiccup didn't have any friends. He had his father to thank for that. Ever since Hiccup had come out to his father (and to this day he still wasn't sure WHY he had), Stoick had been on his case. Hiccup found out the hard way that Stoick was homophobic, so any guy Hiccup would try to be around would be scared off by his father, and the same with any girls because since Hiccup didn't want to be with one romantically, he shouldn't be with them at all. Hiccup tried keeping secret friends, but Stoick would just use his connections down at the police station and find out, so Hiccup just stopped trying. He had a feeling that if his mother was still around she would be a lot more understanding.

Hiccup finished up in the bathroom before heading back to his room, throwing on his favourite green shirt and a pair of blue jeans before heading to the kitchen. Not a very far trek considering the apartment was only around 800 square feet. The door to his bedroom, his father's bedroom, and the bathroom were in a little section just off the living room which was attached to the kitchen. Hiccup's room was the only room in the condo that had been painted. Every other wall was still the same plain white from when they bought the place. And Hiccup's room was only painted because he did it himself.

There was a time back when Hiccup's mother was alive where they had lived in a nice house on Long Island. It wasn't huge, but a comfortable size for the three of them. After she passed Stoick moved them into the condo, claiming it was because he didn't want to live in the house where his wife had died anymore. Hiccup knew that was completely untrue, that his father just wanted the money for his "after work activities".

When Hiccup walked into the kitchen he saw his father sitting at the table reading the morning paper. To say Stoick was a large man would be an understatement. The man was over seven feet tall and 400 pounds. And that was mostly muscle too, which made it even easier to scare off Hiccup's attempts at friends. You know, in case his position at the police department wasn't enough.

"Morning dad," Hiccup said, a little lacklustre knowing that he probably wouldn't get a coherent response. His suspicions were confirmed when all he got back was a grumble. While normally their morning conversation ended there, Hiccup decided to take another step that morning.

"So I was thinking I would take the subway to school today," Hiccup started as he poured his favourite cereal into a bowl.

"Absolutely not," Stoick said in response, not even looking up from his newspaper.

"Why?" Hiccup asked, reaching for the milk in the fridge. "It would be faster than having Gobber drive me with all the traffic."

"Wouldn't be safe for someone like you," was all Hiccup got in response. Now to some that may seem slightly like concern for their child, but Hiccup knew it as the thinly veiled insult it was. But not wanting to start an argument again, he let the subject drop.

They sat in silence for the next several minutes, the only sound being the crunching of Hiccup's cereal as he chewed and the sounds of the city outside their window. It was Stoick who finally broke the silence.

"I'm going to work now, I won't be back until late, Gobber will be waiting for you downstairs soon."

"You're going to be late again?" Hiccup asked as his father reached for his hat. "Why is it today?"

"Work, like always. The members of the Fire Breathers gang aren't going to catch themselves you know," Stoick replied, half out the front door.

"Liar," Hiccup mumbled after he was sure his father was out of earshot. He knew what his father did after work every day. At first Hiccup had been naïve, thinking it actually was work. But then one day back before he had come out but after his mom had died (a time when they actually had an okay relationship for a while), Hiccup had gone into the station to surprise his father with his favourite doughnuts, only to find that he had been gone for hours. Another cop at the station that didn't know it was a secret from Hiccup told him that Stoick had gone out with a few other officers like he did most days after his shift. Hiccup tried not to think about it because it just made him upset.

It only took Hiccup a few more minutes to finish off his bowl of cereal. He placed his bowl in the sink for later and grabbed his knapsack before heading out the door. After locking it, he turned down the hallway towards the elevators. It never ceased to confuse Hiccup as to why a fourty story building only had two elevators. However, seeing as he was on the twenty-seventh of fourty floors, he could generally get into the first elevator that came, but it would be crowded at this hour. Sure enough when the elevator came he managed to just barely squeeze himself in, but even though it was full it still stopped at every other floor on the way down with other people trying to get on. It was going to be a long morning.

* * *

><p>When Hiccup finally got down to the lobby with everyone else in the elevator, he walked with the herd across the lobby and out the front doors. He immediately started searching for the car that was going to give him a lift to school. After a moment of searching the countless cars and attempting to look over the numerous pedestrians' heads, he finally saw Gobber pull up to the curb in the all black 2002 Lincoln Continental. Hiccup had to admit, sometimes the fact that Stoick made a smack-ton of money as the NYPD's head detective had its benefits. The car came in quite useful sometimes. This was not one of them however, as the subway really would be faster. Fortunately Hiccup didn't mind the driver.<p>

"So, another lovely morning conversation with your father I assume?" Gobber asked in his thick accent after navigating away from the curb. Gobber was also a large man, but not quite as tall as Stoick. That was probably a good thing or he may not have been able to fit comfortably into the car for long periods of time. He had blonde hair, but he was balding at the top and had a mustache so long you could strangle him with it. That is, if you could get close enough to him without him knocking you off your feet with his strength.

"Yeah, it was real interesting," Hiccup responded, his voice laced with sarcasm. "He told me he was going to be working late again tonight. I'm assuming that means the usual tonight for him then?"

"You know I can't answer that, Hiccup," Gobber said. And Hiccup knew he was right. Gobber didn't want to lose his job, and that meant following orders and not telling Hiccup of Stoick's "travels". It was also why Hiccup actually took the car each morning instead of sneaking onto the subway; if his dad found out he would probably fire Gobber. Hiccup couldn't be responsible for that.

"Yeah, yeah," Hiccup said as he stared out the window, watching himself get nowhere fast in Manhattan traffic. He had started following a pedestrian with his eyes to see if she would beat them to the next intersection.

"So, today you have your Northern European History class, right?" This simple question perked Hiccup right up.

"Yeah, it's my first class."

"You should be acing that course, it is your bloodline you know."

"Just because I have a Scandinavian background doesn't mean I know the whole history, Gobber," Hiccup replied, smirking. Gobber had the same background as Hiccup and his parents, and he was quite proud of his background. It was actually Gobber that got Hiccup interested in his background and history.

"Well then start paying better attention in class!" Gobber said chuckling. "At least that's more relevant than that other course you're so interested in. The criminals one or whatever that is."

"A History of Organized Crime," Hiccup corrected, "and it's actually quite interesting. Studying mobs and gangs and stuff like that. It's cool."

"Ah," Gobber scoffed, "when are you ever going to use that?"

"Well I'd like to point out that it is kind of what my father is doing at work. We are actually studying the Fire Breathers gang a little. And besides, it's definitely more useful than the Northern European History class," Hiccup stated.

"Bah, you don't know what you're talking about, one day you'll see. You'll see that you should have taken even more courses on your history rather than this silly mob junk. Knowing the history could win you a million dollars or something! Or someone may challenge you to a trivia honour contest!"

"I'll take my chances," Hiccup replied dryly. They sat in silence for a few more minutes, Gobber focusing on weaving through the traffic, before he finally had to come to another full stop at West 4th Street. Hiccup finally realized why the traffic had been especially bad today; there was an accident at Broadway and West 3rd Street. Hiccup decided this was as good a time as any to take his leave. "You can just let me off here, I can walk it."

"Are you sure? We are at the wrong end of campus for your first class."

"Yeah, it's okay. Besides," Hiccup started as he opened the door, "my class starts in five minutes. I know I can walk the distance in five minutes. With this traffic I am highly doubtful you can drive it in that amount of time. Besides, we wouldn't want me missing a minute of history, would we?"

Hiccup didn't even give Gobber a chance to answer. He just gave him a wink, slammed the door, and ran off through the heart of campus. At least Hiccup had his classes and Gobber to keep his life interesting.

**Alright everyone, that's it for chapter one. Normally this is where some people would ask if they should continue, but we haven't even seen Toothless yet. So I'm going to ask that question after chapter 2. The reason I divided it into 2 chapters is because IF I do continue (and I will as long as I have someone who wants me to), this is about how long the chapters will probably be. Don't want to get anyone's hopes up with long chapters at the beginning when they probably won't be later on.**

**Till next time! And please review! I even want the bad reviews (especially if they tell me why this was so bad in a non-insulting way)!**


	2. Chapter 2

**A/N: Hey everyone, I'm back with chapter 2. So at the end of this chapter if you would be so kind as to review and tell whether or not you care if this story is continued that would be great. I find no point in continuing if absolutely no one wants to read it anyways. **

**Oh, and I'd like to thank Doomsday BeamXD, The-Fantastic-Story-Writer, Guest, and Izzywing for their reviews, and ADAMalchemist for his support and making sure whatever I post isn't just awful.**

**Also, in case it wasn't already extremely obvious, I am not Cressida Cowell nor and I Dreamworks, so I do not own these characters. Just feel like I should put that at least once…..**

* * *

><p>Hiccup glanced down at his watch as he ran through the building, shoes hitting the ground and echoing with each step, and sweat starting to bead on his forehead. 7:59am. He had one minute to get to class before the professor would lock the door on him. He needed to get to room 526, but he was only at 507. Fortunately he didn't have to worry about dodging other people as the narrow hallway was deserted.<p>

'_Come on, come on!' _Hiccup thought to himself as he used his last bit of morning energy to add a little burst of extra speed and literally slide through the doorway as his professor was about to close and lock it.

"Impressive form Mr. Haddock," Professor Jacobs said with a smile. "However perhaps leaving the house a few minutes earlier would be easier? Unless you enjoy a little anxiety with your cardio, or enjoy performing your rendition of the electric slide?"

Hiccup couldn't help but chuckle. Professor Jacobs was strict but amusing. He was one of the reasons that Hiccup loved this course so much. You know, other than the material. And speaking of the material, Hiccup perked up even more when he heard what they would be covering today.

Hiccup was walking to his seat in the back row when Professor Jacobs stated, "and today, class, we will be covering the Viking period. Now, who can tell me the time period during which the Vikings lived?"

* * *

><p>Class continued on as usual. And as usual, Hiccup was the only one who had done any of the readings, so he was the one answering most of the questions. In the end the two hours passed a little faster than he would have liked. Especially now that he couldn't look forward to a class he would like until the end of the day. Well, a class he liked for the material anyways.<p>

Next up Hiccup had to get half way across campus to his Design Studio class. While Hiccup technically did choose architecture for himself, he really didn't have much of a choice. His mother had made his father promise to make sure he got a post-secondary education (probably the only reason Stoick was paying for it in the first place), but Stoick had told Hiccup he would only pay for a degree he considered respectable. Hiccup considered just not getting a degree, but he didn't want to go against his mother's wishes, and he definitely couldn't afford a degree himself. Hiccup chose architecture because it seemed the least boring to him. Plus it gave him a chance to work his creative muscle a little.

Design studio was the closest thing that Hiccup generally got to social interaction with people around his age, since a lot of the time it was group work. Hiccup had to admit though, while he generally wasn't a fan of group work, this group assignment wasn't as bad as the others, mostly because he had Jason Anderson as his partner. Jason was tall, had blonde, medium length hair, and muscles that weren't obscenely large but not small enough that you could miss them if you weren't looking. Basically, to Hiccup, he was _really _good looking. Whenever Hiccup saw him he had to put extra effort into making sure he didn't turn into a puddle of blubbering mush with a face brighter than a stop sign.

Hiccup sat down at his drafting table and within a few seconds Jason had taken the seat next to him.

"Hey Hiccup. I brought the drafting paper today so that we can get started on the basic design. I don't know about you, but I'm really excited to get started on this," Jason said, grinning from ear to ear.

Since they were first years the assignment wasn't too hard. Design the layout and exterior of a simple single family home. The requirements included a two car attached garage, either three or four bedrooms, at least two bathrooms, and a finished basement. Anything else was left up to the students. Normally Hiccup wouldn't care and would let his partner do all the work since his designing preferences lay with smaller gadgets and inventions rather than full blown architecture, however Jason LOVED architecture and Hiccup desperately wanted to be on his good side.

"Great, so why don't we do a little brainstorming first?" Hiccup asked, trying to hide the dreaminess in his voice as best he could.

"Great idea! So I was thinking a basic bungalow, but since there were no restrictions on the lot size, I was thinking we could try something cool by putting the garage in the back and having the driveway loop around the house."

"Interesting ideas," Hiccup said, "but what about this." Hiccup knew he couldn't just agree with absolutely everything Jason said; that might arouse suspicion. He grabbed a pencil and started a rough sketch. "I was thinking something a little grander, especially if you were going to do something as unique as the garage at the back. What if we did a two story house, with a front balcony and a balcony on the second level right above it as well," Hiccup suggested. "That way the front of the house looks really nice and gives an even better reason to have the garage at the back."

"Actually, I really like that idea," Jason replied while stroking his chin. "But the balcony on the second level, how is it going to be supported?"

"With columns here," Hiccup started while drawing in a quick column, "and here."

"That looks amazing Hiccup, you're incredible!" Jason said whole looking over the rough sketch. "But since we are going to keep the garage at the back actually I think we should keep the front yard really small by placing the house close to the curb. Otherwise the driveway will be insanely long."

Hiccup had stopped paying attention after the "you're incredible!" He probably wouldn't have been able to hear anything anyways since most of his energy went into making sure his face didn't look like a tomato from the compliment, or at least hiding it from Jason. It took him a few minutes before he was sure all the heat had left his face, and in that entire period of time all he had been giving to Jason was affirmative mumbles every now and again even though he had no idea what he was saying.

'_Way to possibly blow it,_' Hiccup thought to himself. For all Hiccup knew Jason could have just said that they should turn it into a condo complex or actually build a model and blow it up with dynamite.

The class continued on and by the time the class ended it was 2pm. Why the studio was four hours long when all they did was work on assignments that were given in thirty seconds was a mystery to Hiccup. But part of their mark was attendance for the WHOLE period, so he stayed every time. At least he and Jason got pretty much the whole assignment done. Jason had agreed to take it home and put on the finishing touches.

Between 2 and 6pm was Hiccup's massive gap in his schedule. He knew he could go home, but what would the point be? There was nothing for him to do there and all it meant was running the risk of bumping into his father and having yet another awkward conversation. So Hiccup did what he always did during this gap; he went to the nearest McDonalds, had a late lunch, and walked around lower Manhattan.

* * *

><p>It was 5:30 when Hiccup walked into the classroom that would hold his History of Organized Crime class at 6. His walk had been the same as always, boring and uneventful. Well, as uneventful as lower Manhattan can be at the beginning and middle of the afternoon rush. To most it would have been plenty exciting with all the people and cars around, but Hiccup had seen it all before. Kind of like how he got no thrill when he saw the Empire State Building or the Statue of Liberty or any of those other buildings the tourists all fawned over.<p>

Hiccup just doodled on some spare paper as the rest of the class and eventually the professor came in. Once again it was Professor Jacobs, possibly the only other person on the planet that had an interest in the histories of both northern Europe and organized crime. Yes they were both history, but those two exact subjects? What were the odds?

After Professor Jacobs put down his bag, he walked over to the door and started staring at his watch. Sure enough, the second the clock hit 6 o'clock the door was shut and locked. The professor hadn't walked two steps before all anyone in the room heard was the sound of a body crashing into the door and some muffled foul language coming from the other side.

Professor Jacobs, unfazed by the incident, simply glanced at the door then turned to Hiccup and said, "well Haddock, that was almost you this morning, wasn't it?"

Hiccup couldn't help but smile, and that smile only grew larger again when Professor Jacobs said that he had some newspaper articles on the Fire Breathers gang that they would be looking at.

* * *

><p>8 o'clock rolled around, and Hiccup's day of classes drew to a close. As he packed up his books, he glanced down at his watch, already knowing to expect a text message any second now.<p>

_Beep beep, beep beep._

"Yup, right on time." Hiccup said to himself. He already knew what it would say. He read it anyways so that his phone wouldn't keep beeping with the reminder.

"_I have Gobber and the car tonight. Take the subway."_ That was it. No asking how he was, no see you tonight, nothing that may signify any type of friendliness. But Hiccup was used to that by now. This text message came every time Stoick said he was "working late", and that was pretty much every night. With a sigh he started his trek to the Bleeker Street subway station.

When he arrived, he walked down the stairs and into the station, wondering with a grimace what exactly that grey stuff hanging on the ceiling was. He paid his fare and immediately made his way down to the platform. Hiccup knew he could either take the 4 train or the 6 train to Grand Central Subway station at 42nd street to get back home to the condo on East 39th Street. The 6 train arrived first, and although it was the local, Hiccup decided to take it. He figured he would take it to 33rd Street station and just walk from there. He was in no rush to get home, and it was a nice evening, so why not? Little did he know just how much that decision would affect his life.

* * *

><p>Hiccup exited the train at 33rd Street station, but came to the surface closer to East 32nd Street. He decided to take East 32nd east to 3rd Avenue, then up to East 39th Street; it was the same route he took almost every time he took the 6 train instead of the 4 train. He had only made it half a block before his "routine" was shattered. Voices were coming from the alley just ahead.<p>

"I'm sorry, I don't have the money! But please, I just need some more time!" a panicked, male voice said.

Hiccup knew from just that line that something was off. This wasn't just some mugging, this was serious. As much as he wanted to run, this sounded like it may be the mob at work (I mean come on, that line practically screams stereotypical mob shakedown). So he just pushed himself up against the building and listened.

"You've had lots of time! This is the third time you are late this month! Something must be done." another voice said, clearly angry, but managing to stay surprisingly calm at the same time.

"I'll do anything! Please!"

"I'm afraid I have no choice."

"No, NO!"

The next thing Hiccup heard were two gun shots, a man's painful screaming, sobs, and footsteps coming his way.

"You're lucky you're not dead, next time have the money! And don't try to hide again; clearly I can find you."

Ok, so the man wasn't dead. That was good. But Hiccup would be if he didn't hide soon. If the shooter saw someone running down the street he would know that that person had overheard and possibly even seen the exchange, so that was out of the question, but there was nowhere nearby to hide. It didn't matter though, because before Hiccup could think anything else the man came out from the alley.

Hiccup couldn't stop himself from staring. The man was drop dead gorgeous. Black Armani suit; dark, long, straight hair; tanned skin that even in the dark light you could tell was what most people would call olive; and muscles you could see even beneath the suit. It was then that it struck Hiccup exactly who this was. He recognized him from pictures on his father's desk and down at the station. From the pictures in the newspaper articles he saw in class. He was looking at Toothless, a notorious member of the Fire Breathers gang. He couldn't believe how cool it was that he was so close to a member of the mob. Unfortunately, Hiccup didn't realize until it was too late that he had gasped, and Toothless looked right at him.

"_Oops_," was all Hiccup had time to think before Toothless had him pinned to the wall.

"What did you see?" Toothless demanded, a scowl evident on his face and an angry tone in his voice.

"N-nothing." Hiccup stuttered, his heart pounding and eyes wide. Technically it was the truth, he didn't SEE anything. But that wasn't where Hiccup's mind was, however. He was just trying not to lose his composure to fear, and trying especially hard not to focus on the gun in the hand Toothless wasn't using to keep him elevated and against the building.

"Seriously?"

"Yes."

Toothless was silent for a moment, so all Hiccup could hear was the other man from before crying in pain from the alley. Then, suddenly, the last thing Hiccup thought would happen happened. Toothless put him down.

"Alright. See you around." That was all Toothless said before he turned around, got into his car, and sped off. Hiccup would have sworn he saw a wink, but it was too dark to tell for sure.

Hiccup waited for the car to turn the corner before he continued along the road, in the same direction Toothless sped off. What? He couldn't help it if Toothless went in the same direction as his condo. His breathing was still heavy and his heart pounding, but he managed to walk in a straight line at least. And as he walked he only had two things on his mind: Toothless saying "see you around", and don't look down the alley. Hiccup knew he could probably help the poor man still crying out since he knew first aid, but if he helped the man Toothless may find out, and if he was serious with that "see you again" that may not be the best idea.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Well hello again everyone! So I'll get straight to it. Two things. One, while I'm not sure if there are any examples in this chapter, I would like to say I do know how to spell. If you see a word spelled differently than you would normally see it, it may be because I am Canadian and some words are spelled differently in Canadian English when compared to American English, British English, or any other form of the English language. Second, judging by the response to the first chapter, there are a few people I believe that would like to see this story continued. However, I just want to double check that I didn't ruin it for all of them with this chapter XD. So, if you could be so kind as to tell me if you would still like to see this story continued in a review that would be great! (Sorry ADAMalchemist, your vote doesn't count XD)(And I promise my A/Ns will get shorter after this!)**


	3. Chapter 3

**A/N: Alright so since this chapter is here that means that people wanted to see this continued! So onwards and upwards! I do want to apologize though at how long this took. For those of you who don't know, in Canada (and some other countries) it is the Labour Day long weekend, so I spent a lot of time with family and didn't have much time to write/edit/post. So from now on I am going to post a deadline for myself at the bottom of each chapter for the next update. Let's just hope I don't forget that too XD.**

**I'd like to thank Warrior Nun, Heeeeeeey, suzuki bears, Guest, swade2, and Sinattea for their reviews. It's because of you guys (and girls) especially that this story is being continued. **

* * *

><p>It was just past 7am when Hiccup rolled out of bed Friday morning. Fortunately his awful 12 hour day on Thursday meant he managed to get Fridays off, but he still let the sun wake him early like he did every morning. He never really wanted to sleep in, because he'd rather attempt to enjoy the day instead of just laying in bed.<p>

When he was finally standing and started making his way to the bathroom, Hiccup made the unfortunate mistake of looking at the doorway he was walking towards rather than paying attention to where he was stepping. He accidentally stepped on some scattered papers on the floor and slid a few feet before landing flat on his butt.

'_Well today's off to a great start,'_ Hiccup thought to himself while rubbing his sore lower back. _'I wonder what else is going to go wrong today.'_

Hiccup carefully made the rest of the short trip to the bathroom, but not before making sure those pesky papers were moved off of the floor. When he arrived he turned on the shower, but brushed his teeth before getting in. He knew how long it takes the hot water sometimes. Unfortunately when he finally got into the shower the extra time hadn't made a difference; he may as well have been showering in an arctic snowstorm.

_'I guess that's what I get for opening my big fat brain earlier.'_ Hiccup made quick work of his cold shower before going back to his room, carefully watching where he stepped as he got into a red long sleeve t-shirt and the same pair of jeans as yesterday. Next stop, the kitchen.

When he arrived the first thing he noticed (and it would have been pretty hard not to notice) was the absence of his father. The daily newspaper was already neatly folded and in the recycling bin, indicating his father was already gone for the day. With the house to himself, Hiccup decided to make himself a big breakfast. Cooking was something you picked up pretty quickly when the main chef in the house was…no longer there and his father was constantly out.

It only took Hiccup 25 minutes to whip up a breakfast including a ham and cheese omelette with red onion and pepper, breakfast sausages, and fried potatoes. It made a lot of dishes, but Hiccup thought it was worth it. As he ate he considered what he would do that day. He didn't have any homework to do and with no job and no friends, his only real options were to read ahead in his textbooks or go out and walk around the city. He opted for the latter, but after he finished the dishes.

* * *

><p>Unfortunately at 8:30 in the morning the two elevators were at their busiest point of the morning. Hiccup waited for two full elevators to pass before he just decided to take the stairs. He didn't have to get anywhere quickly and it was only going down so it wasn't that bad. In the end it only took him five minutes to go down the twenty seven flights of stairs.<p>

Walking out into the streets of New York City, Hiccup was greeted by two things: a mildly overcast sky, and hoards of people. He didn't want to get caught out in the rain and considered just going back up to the apartment, but the thought of having to either wait for an elevator or climb all of those stairs changed his mind instantly. So instead he merged into the crowd and headed east on East 39th.

He made it to 3rd Avenue where he turned north, then went west on 42nd Street. When he was almost at Madison Avenue he glanced behind him, and noticed a black car with abnormally dark windows. Normally that wouldn't be anything Hiccup would take notice of, but the car was driving way too slowly considering there were no other cars in front of it. New Yorkers never drove slowly if they could help it, and the car had New York state plates. If Hiccup wouldn't have known any better, he would have said the car was following him. He would have thought that it was Gobber since it was a black Lincoln Continental, but the plates were wrong.

It was when he was approaching 5th Avenue that Hiccup started to become a little suspicious. This car never drove past him even though the road was (surprisingly) clear. Hiccup decided to turn down 5th Avenue just to see what the car would do. When he glanced back, the car had followed, still at a creeping pace.

_'Okay, this is officially weird,'_ Hiccup thought. _'I highly doubt my father is having someone follow me, so what's up with this car? Maybe I should call dad and ask if he has anything to do with it? No, he never answers my calls….'_

Hiccup decided to see if he could losing the car by going down 40th Street the opposite way of the traffic flow. But before he did, he made sure he had memorized the license plate on the car: "AJD4961".

As Hiccup walked west on 40th, he resisted the urge to look behind him to see of the car was still there until he was halfway down the block. The car was finally gone, and Hiccup breathed a sigh of relief. Apparently the car driver wasn't so crazy as to go the wrong way down a one way. He looked around and decided that since he was close to Times Square, he may as well go there and do some window shopping to pass the time.

* * *

><p>It only took him 5 minutes to get to Times Square, and as always, it was packed with tourists. Hiccup walked around a few of the stores in the general vicinity for a little while before he sat down at one of the tables in the middle of the square just to people watch. It's amazing what you can see sometimes. He saw all of the people going into the stores and coming out with bags, and others going into the stores in their uniforms for their part time jobs. He really wished he could get a part time job and make some spending money of his own, but his father forbade it for reasons unknown to Hiccup and Hiccup didn't want to find out what his father would do in that scenario. Probably launch a whole investigation into the store and give them legal troubles until they fired him.<p>

Rather than sit around and be jealous, Hiccup decided to continue his walk. It was getting close to 1pm, so thought he would find place to grab lunch. He may not have had a job for his money, but at least his allowance from his father was enough to have a little fun. Every week his father would deposit the sum of money directly into his bank account. It wasn't much, but it was something, and Hiccup always managed to save a little bit of it. He just wished he had more.

He decided on the McDonalds. The line was massive as it always was, but Hiccup waited patiently. He decided on a Big Mac combo, and managed to get a table looking out onto the street. He ate slowly, savouring each bite of greasy goodness. After all, if he ate quickly he'd have to leave sooner. At least the food gave him something to pass the time. He managed to pull off sitting there till 2pm until he noticed the manager looking in his direction, and he decided that it was best to leave.

* * *

><p>Walking south on 7th Avenue out of Times Square, Hiccup was startled by a car horn. He really shouldn't have been, he lived in New York after all, but this one was really close. He turned around to see a car zooming past a car stopped in the curb lane. Or at least Hiccup thought it was stopped. As soon as Hiccup started walking again the car slowly started driving, never passing him.<p>

_'Oh no way, not again,'_ Hiccup thought to himself while constantly glancing over his shoulder. _'Yup, AJD4961, it's the same car. Who the heck is this?'_

Hiccup stopped walking and looked directly at the car. The windows were tinted black almost like a limo, so Hiccup couldn't see inside. The car had come to a stop when Hiccup had (much to the disdain of the other cars behind it), but now that Hiccup was officially staring it, it started moving again and took a right onto West 39th, where it stopped just around the corner, a couple of car lengths in.

Hiccup knew he had two options: he could keep walking and try to lose the car again, or he could go up to it and find out why they were following him. While the second option was dangerous, something told Hiccup that if he chose the first option the car would continue following him until he chose option two.

Against his better judgement, Hiccup turned down West 39th and cautiously approached the car. As he was approaching, he heard the groan of the window as it was slowly rolled down a crack and observed that the street was deserted except for himself and the car.

"Hiccup?" a voice asked from inside.

Hiccup could tell it was a male voice, but that's all he knew. He didn't believe he had ever heard the voice before; it didn't sound familiar to him.

Before Hiccup even had the chance to respond, another voice (female this time) came from within and said, "Of course it's him, now would you hurry up?"

"Okay fine, you take the fun out of everything," the first voice replied.

Hiccup barely had time to register what was going on before the door flew open, someone jumped out, a bag was thrown over his head and he was pulled into the car. The person moved so fast he didn't even have time to scream before he heard the door slam shut and felt the car start to move.

* * *

><p>Hiccup didn't know what to do. He was internally freaking out but trying to remain as cool as possible on the outside. He didn't know if he should fight or stay still, scream or remain quiet. One thing he didn't have a choice of is listening to the other two people in the car.<p>

"Would you take that bag off his head?" the female voice said.

"Why? It's more fun this way."

"How is it more fun?"

"It's more like in the movies!"

"Well this isn't a movie! And it just looks stupid."

"Why are you always so against my fun?"

"Just take the bag off him before I come back there and beat you into doing it."

"You couldn't beat me if you tried."

"You want to test that theory right this second? I won't stop and we could crash into the walls of the tunnel."

"Cool, carnage!"

"You'll be unconscious before you get to see any of it."

"Ugh, fine."

The bag was removed and Hiccup was temporarily blinded by the change of lighting. When his vision cleared, Hiccup took the chance to look around. They had exited the tunnel and were driving through what appeared be to Queens in the all-black car. The car was being driven by a skinny girl with long blonde hair, while the guy in the back seat with Hiccup appeared to be her twin. The girl was watching the road, but the guy was looking straight at Hiccup.

"Um, hi?" was all Hiccup could get out.

"Hey, no talking!" the male barked.

"Oh shut up Tuffnut!" the girl in the front snapped. "Hey, I'm Ruffnut, and that, unfortunately, is my brother Tuffnut. He has a need to be weird as you saw with the bag earlier."

"Hey! Do not!" Tuffnut retorted.

They were about to get into another argument, but Hiccup managed to at least delay them this time.

"Um, excuse me, but could you tell me what you want with me?" Hiccup asked.

It was Ruffnut who supplied the answer. "Us? Nothing. It's…our employer who wants to see you. We're just the delivery girls," she said with a smile.

"Yeah, what she said. Wait, what?" Tuffnut's expression had gone from a smirk to confusion in under a second.

Ruffnut started cracking up, but instead of another threat Tuffnut just gave her an unimpressed look.

"And what about the no theatrics thing, huh? I'm pretty sure that answer qualifies as stereotypical theatrics."

"Well in this case it's acceptable," Ruffnut responded. "We don't know how our employer wants to deal with Hiccup here, so we don't want to ruin anything. Nothing could have been ruined by getting him in a less stupid way."

"Getting me? Don't you mean kidnapping me?" Hiccup asked. But his question fell on deaf ears as Ruffnut and Tuffnut had gotten into another one of their arguments.

Hiccup just decided to give up on asking the two questions; they clearly weren't going to tell him anything. Instead he decided to try and figure things out in his head. Questions such as "who is their employer" and "how far out of the city are they taking me" went through his head. Then he started wondering if he managed to get the door open and jump, could he survive? Or if he didn't, how long would it take his father to even notice he was missing? Would he even care? Not liking where the thought process was going and not liking his odds of jumping at this speed, Hiccup decided to just sit back and see what would happen, or at least wait until they got off the freeway.

* * *

><p><strong>Next Update: On or before September 8<strong>

**And also, you see that box? The one just below this? It's hungry, and it feeds off of your reviews. Please don't let the poor innocent box starve...**


	4. Chapter 4

**Hello lovely people! So a combination of a not so stellar day at work and a few of my favourite stories updating today encouraged me to finish writing and editing this chapter early. So tada! One or two days ahead of schedule, depending on where you live on this planet.**

**Due to an unfortunate internet situation, my beta reader (ADAMalchemist) is out of commission, so I was the only one editing this chapter. I hope I didn't leave too many mistakes...but anyways, without internet I know he is sad and I don't like it when my friends are sad. And you know what would make him happy? Having lots of nice reviews of his amazing story "Philophobia" to receive when he gets his internet back! (This is my story I'm allowed to do a little advertising in it XD)**

**OK, I'm done with the rambling! (At least till the end of the chapter)**

* * *

><p>It was almost an hour later that they pulled into an industrial complex that felt like it was in the middle of nowhere. Hiccup had considered jumping out when they had gotten off the freeway and hit the side streets, but the doors were locked and if he tried to unlock one the male twin would probably figure out what he was trying to do and stop him, possibly with some unfortunate consequences. And quite frankly even if he managed to get the door open he couldn't honestly convince himself that he would have the courage to jump. Besides, even on the freeway he had decided that probably the best way to get out of this alive was to cooperate, at least until he was left alone and had a chance to escape discreetly. That was what his mother had told him to do if he was ever in a situation like this, and she had been a smart woman and cop.<p>

Hiccup looked around as they drove through the complex, and his eyes were greeted with unmaintained streets riddled with potholes, broken road and street signs that were illegible after who knows how many months or even years of abuse by the weather, abandoned buildings with wooden boards covering doors and windows, and overgrown grass and shrubbery. Plus, as if to make his view of the run down area even more cliché, it was starting to rain. Not too hard, but Hiccup could hear the faint impact of raindrops on the car roof.

Eventually they finally turned into the parking lot of an abandoned looking warehouse building. It was clear that the building used to be grey, but the paint was faded and peeling. Most of the letters in the company name on the side of the building were gone, with only a T, O, and S remaining. All of the windows were boarded up, just like most other buildings in the complex. Hiccup had no idea what the inside would look like, but if he was going inside hopefully it would look better than the outside.

The car drove to the back of the building, to where the large loading docks were. There was one that had a permanently constructed ramp leading up to the garage door, just large enough for a car to drive up. The car had to be readjusted a few times before it lined up perfectly with the narrow ramp, but eventually they were slowly driving up the incline. When the door blocked them from going any further, Ruffnut stopped the car and honked the horn three times.

It felt like 5 minutes had passed before anything happened. Five awkward, silent moments in the car with the twins. They weren't even bickering anymore which kind of surprised Hiccup. But finally the door opened just high enough for someone to duck out and walk up to the car. With the narrow ramp they had to walk sideways and at one point it almost looked like he was about to fall. At least the drop would have only been a few feet.

"What do you want?" the man asked, clearly not impressed with having to be out in the rain. He was short and pudgy and wore overalls, but that was all Hiccup could tell because he stayed out of the headlights and the shadows covered his face.

"What do you think we want idiot? We have Hiccup with us, now would you hurry up and let us in?" Ruffnut responded, clearly not impressed with being kept waiting.

"Don't talk to me like that," the man snapped as he poked not just his head but half of his body through the front window and into the car to look in the back seat. However even at this angle the shadows still danced across the man's face and prevented Hiccup from obtaining an accurate description. "Are you sure that's actually him?"

Ruffnut looked into the back seat before she said, "Oops, looks like we got the Queen of England instead! Stupid us Tuff." As the guy turned to her, most likely to comment on her sarcasm, he was greeted by a powerful slap to the face. The sound made even Hiccup flinch. "Of course that's him you idiot! Just compare him to the picture! Now hurry up and let us in!"

The man, rubbing his sore cheek and without saying another word, went back under the garage door and opened it the rest of the way from the inside. They drove in and Hiccup's jaw almost hit the floor.

The inside looked like a mechanic's garage, but this wasn't some type of cheap garage. Hiccup wasn't a car person, but these were cars pretty much everyone knows. The first cars on either side were a Ferrari and a Bugatti. Apparently the only spot to park was at the back of the garage, so that just gave Hiccup more opportunity to ogle some of the other cars. Mercedes, BMW, Jaguar, Land Rover, Bently, all the luxury car brands seemed to be there. There was even a Tesla.

Eventually they pulled into a spot at the back of the garage and both Ruffnut and Tuffnut got out after Ruffnut had unlocked the doors. Hiccup, deciding it would probably be best to get out as well, started reaching for his door only to have it pulled open by Tuffnut.

"Alright, let's hurry this up. As cool as this place is I want to get out of here sooner rather than later," he said.

Unfortunately Hiccup's time to ogle the cars was done, as the door into the other part of the building was right next to where Ruffnut had parked the car. Hiccup was lead through the doorway, up a flight of well-maintained dark wood stairs, and down the hall with the twins on either side of him.

Hiccup had to admit, with the way the inside of the building looked he would not have thought it was the same building that he had seen outside. Granted the garage area had cracked concrete floors, high ceilings with the steel beams exposed, and unpainted walls, but now they were walking down grand hallway with what appeared to be grey granite floors with black specks that sparkled and reflected the light from the chandeliers above, really nice art on the deep red walls, and a ceiling height that Hiccup estimated to be about 10 feet. Hiccup would almost think he had stepped into a luxury New York penthouse, not the other side of a beaten up warehouse.

Hiccup couldn't stop himself from looking around. The interior was too gorgeous to not stare at. Hiccup must have been conspicuous because Ruffnut took notice of his gawking.

"Yeah, definitely nice in here. He definitely put more work and money into his building than anyone else did theirs. And he's got good taste to boot. I wish I worked for him." Ruffnut seemed to be admiring the décor too, her eyes drifting between the paintings.

Hiccup took her possible distraction as an opportunity to try and divulge some information.

"So who do you work for? And who exactly is it that has good taste?" Hiccup tried to ask as calmly and nonchalantly as possible.

"We work, hey! Knock that off. We told you we can't tell you anything," Ruffnut said as she kept walking. Apparently Hiccup had taken a route that was a little too direct. He also had to wonder why Tuffnut was staying quiet this whole time.

They passed several doors along the hallway, all of which were closed and unlabelled. Hiccup let his mind wander, wondering just what was behind each closed door. What secrets lay behind each? What mysteries lay beyond the closed piece of wood? Hiccup didn't have much time to ponder before the twins came to a stop.

"Alright, here we are," Tuffnut stated.

"Are you sure it's this one?" Ruffnut asked.

"Uh, yeah, I think I can remember which door it is."

While the twins started another one of their arguments, Hiccup realized Ruffnut had a good point. The door they had stopped in front of looked exactly like all of the others. Brown, brass handle, wood, and a basic design where four rectangles were sunk into the wood. It wasn't even at the end of the hallway; it was right in the middle.

Deciding that the twins weren't going to stop arguing any time soon, Hiccup opened the door himself. When he walked in, he realized he was in an office. But this wasn't just any office; it was gorgeous. The room felt like it was almost the size of the entire apartment Hiccup lived in. It was a perfect square with something different on each wall, and a desk with three chairs in the middle. The desk was solid wood and beautifully carved with several different designs. There was nothing on the desk; no papers, no pens, no computer, nothing. The chair behind the desk was large and black leather, standing on wheels. The last two chairs, the ones on the close side of the desk, were large, comfy looking beige cloth armchairs. The walls were painted the same deep red as the hallway outside. The wall on his left had a massive gas fireplace, surrounded by intricate stone work and an open door just to the left of the fireplace revealing a bathroom. The wall with the door to the hallway on it housed several more gorgeous paintings. The wall on the right was a library, housing books on all topics, fiction and non-fiction. On second glance, however, Hiccup noticed that not a single book had its spine cracked. Finally, the last wall at the back was one large window, overlooking the garage that they had come into.

_'Great,'_ Hiccup thought to himself, _'no windows, no way out, so I guess I'm stuck here. Though I guess I was stuck here anyways. Where would I go if I got out? I'm in the middle of nowhere. They'd probably get to me before I could get to help.'_

Realizing there was no likely way of escape, Hiccup decided to just wait this whole thing out in the office. He could still hear the twins outside guarding the door, but he started looking over the books on the shelf. There really was everything. Hiccup saw everything from "War and Peace" to a book on public transit to a biography of Oprah Winfrey. After skimming the books, he went over to the window ogle the cars some more.

In the middle of looking at the cars, he suddenly noticed that the twins had stopped arguing, and another voice had joined them. Male, deep, and slightly familiar, but Hiccup couldn't quite place the voice.

"You're sure it's him?" the new voice asked.

"Well, he looks exactly like the picture and we found him in the area you said we would, so I'd assume."

"Okay, well I saw him going into the building last night after I met him…"

That was all Hiccup heard before his mind started to race again.

_'Last night? Who did I meet last night? Who could have seen me going into my building? I mean last night I,' _Hiccup stopped dead in his thoughts, eyes widening when it hit him. _'Toothless.'_

It was then that Hiccup's mind started to reel, and his feet started to pace.

_'That voice that was so familiar, it's Toothless. But what would he want to see me for? It must be about last night again. Does he think I told someone? Or worse, did he find out who my father is?' _That last thought stopped Hiccup dead in his tracks and drained most of the colour from Hiccup's face. What if he thought he had gone to his father about the events he "witnessed" last night? That could only end badly.

Hiccup's thoughts were interrupted by the clicking of the door handle and the creaking of the hinges. To hide his face, he kept staring out the window. He didn't know what it would accomplish, but he seemed to want to do anything to not look at Toothless, even though he knew it wouldn't last.

The footsteps approached slowly, but they never seemed unsure. They continued until they were right beside him.

"Beautiful, aren't they? Took me years to collect them all. Although to be honest I don't think I've ever driven half of them." Yup, the voice was definitely Toothless. Hiccup knew he couldn't delay it any longer, especially with Toothless standing so close. He glanced over, only to find Toothless already looking at him. He was wearing the exact same type of suit as yesterday, the only difference was the colour of his shirt. The smile on his face was the exact opposite of the deep fear that Hiccup was trying to supress, seemingly showing a sense of genuine happiness to see the boy again.

"Hello Hiccup."

* * *

><p><strong>DUN DUN DUN! I wonder how many people just screamed at me XD. I'm sorry, but I love a good cliffhanger.<strong>

**Next Chapter: On or before September 14**

**Do you read this story faithfully?Are you happy I updated?  
>Do you breathe oxygen?<br>If you answered yes to any of these questions, it may be beneficial to your health to review!**


	5. Chapter 5

**Hello lovely people! I have returned! With a chapter no less! And I only have one thing to say before I get to the chapter. As you may have noticed, the cover picture of this story is my not so gorgeous face. That is because this story has no cover image of its own. That being said, if anyone reading this is even mildly artistic and feels inspired to make a cover pic for this story, I would be more than happy to use it. I'm not exactly expecting the responses to come flooding in (heck I'm not expecting any), but if you are interested, PM me or mention it in your review :)**

* * *

><p>"Come, sit. I was hoping we could talk for a bit." Toothless gestured to the desk and chairs as he made his way to them.<p>

Hiccup tried not to shake as he walked towards the armchairs on the far side of the desk. As he walked two pleas went through his head: "please don't let him kill me" and "please don't let him know who my father is". By the time he had gotten to the beige armchair Toothless was already sitting in the large leather chair, hands folded and resting casually on the desk, and a confident smirk on his face.

"Don't look so nervous, it's not like I'm going hurt you," Toothless chuckled, but it did little to put Hiccup at ease. Hiccup had several questions buzzing through his mind, but he decided it would be best to start at the beginning.

"How did you find out my name and where I live?"

Toothless took a moment to ponder the question, and Hiccup hoped that he hadn't angered the mobster by being too forward. In retrospect he should have let Toothless speak first. Plus that would have given him time to try and read Toothless' mood a little better. Hiccup still hadn't figured out his agenda yet.

"After I left, I circled around the block. I drove at a distance behind you until you entered a building, which I'm assuming is the building you live in. After you went in I asked the doorman and the security guard if they happened to know your name. It's amazing how freely people will give out information sometimes really."

"Okay, I guess that makes sense, but how on earth did you get my picture?"

Toothless chuckled before answering that one. "Actually, that one was a little harder. I had to hack into some of the security cams in the area and find you on the cameras. It took my best hacker 2 hours. But he did a good job of it; the picture of you is very good quality."

Hiccup didn't know what it was, but Toothless seemed a lot less intimidating when he was chuckling, or even just smiling. He seemed like a normal person. His smile just lit up his face.

"But enough of that, you're probably wondering why I had you brought here."

"It may have crossed my mind." Hiccup's breath hitched after he said that. Maybe using his trademark sarcasm with a man as powerful as Toothless wasn't the best idea. He had no idea if the man even had a sense of humour underneath his rock hard façade. Toothless either didn't care or didn't seem to notice.

"The truth is," Toothless said while standing up, and at the movement Hiccup visibly tensed, "I wanted to apologize for last night. I know you were just in the wrong spot at the wrong time. I just acted out of force of habit. Self-protective instincts if you will."

Hiccup wasn't sure how to respond to that. A violent mob member was apologizing? Has that EVER happened before? So Hiccup gave the only response he could think of, even if it did come out sounding like a question.

"It's okay?"

Toothless continued on like Hiccup had never said a word, pacing slowly around the office.

"I mean how old are you? Nineteen? Twenty?"

"I'm, uh, nineteen, but I'll be twenty next month." _'And now I sound like a child….'_

"And do you go to school?"

"Uh yeah, I go to NYU."

"Down in lower Manhattan, right?"

"Yeah."

"What are you studying?"

"I'm a first year in the architecture program."

"So you want to be an architect then?"

"Not really. The truth is I was kind of forced into it by my father. He only let me choose from a limited number of programs. I guess I figured that it was the least of all evils." It took a second before Hiccup thought to himself, _'Crap! Why would I mention my father? That just begs him to bring that into the conversation.'_ Fortunately Toothless didn't take the conversation in that direction.

"Well at least it's an interesting subject. Surely there must be something you like about it?"

_'Hiccup Haddock don't you dare let your mind wander to Jason right now.' _"Uh, I guess that it lets me be creative."

"Architecture is actually something I would have liked to study in university if I had had the chance to go. Well I guess I still could at one point, I mean I'm only twenty two, I've still got lots of time." It was here that Hiccup suddenly became interested in the conversation and started to feel a little more at ease.

"You're only twenty two?" He was barely older than Hiccup. For some reason that made him seem a little less scary. In another universe they may have actually been friends.

Once again, Toothless chuckled. "Yeah, you thought I was older?"

"Well you are quite," Hiccup started before he stopped himself. He had to be careful how he worded this. Well, there went the sense of ease. "Successful."

"Well I got my start at a young age. I don't really like to talk about it though."

_'Oh great,' _Hiccup thought to himself, _'I've gone and hit a sensitive topic, probably made him mad. Way to go.'_

Just then, Toothless' cell phone started to ring. As he checked the caller ID, he turned to Hiccup and said, "I'm sorry, I have to take this. I really do apologize for having to cut our meeting short. Ruff and Tuff are waiting outside the door still and they will take you home. Barf and Belch still owe me one more favour. It was nice to see you. Oh, and if you could do me a favour, please try to keep this place a secret. I'd rather not have too many people know about it."

"Uh, yeah, sure, no problem," was all Hiccup could say before Toothless picked up the phone, but he did manage to give Hiccup a wink.

Hiccup showed himself out of the office, closing the door with a soft click behind him. He found Ruffnut waiting solo outside of the door.

"So he let you live huh?" Ruffnut asked, and Hiccup wasn't sure if she was joking around or not. "Whatever. Tuffnut got called out, so I'm driving you home myself. Let's hurry up and get this done."

The walk back to the car seemed longer than the walk to the office from the car. It was as if time itself had slowed to a snail's pace. Maybe it was because it was the same scenery as the way in. It also didn't help that Ruffnut was walking several paces in front of him most of the way.

The walk down the monotonous (yet still quite lavish) hallway ended with the same stairs and the same car waiting at the bottom to take Hiccup home. Hiccup wondered how Tuffnut had left if the car he had gotten there in was still here, but Hiccup figured it best not to ask too many questions. He may not like the answer. Maybe not for that question per se, but you never know where a conversation may lead.

The garage door was already open, so Ruffnut just drove out and started back towards Manhattan. It was a full 10 minutes before a single word was exchanged to break the deafening silence.

"Sorry about my brother earlier today, I'm not sure why he insists on doing everything in such a ridiculous manner."

Hiccup almost fell out of his seat. The first words said on the trip back, and it was an apology? The second one that day from someone in the mob? And from Ruffnut? She did not strike Hiccup as the type that would give an apology for anything, let alone her brother. They were constantly bickering.

Hiccup's confusion was quickly ended when Ruffnut added, "but don't expect any more apologies from me. I'm not the apologetic type."

The awkward silence returned for a few moments, and while Hiccup said to himself he didn't want to ask any questions, his curiosity was starting to get to him.

"So, who are Barf and Belch?"

"Hm? Oh, Barf and Belch are Tuffnut and my employers."

"Wait, you mean you don't work for Toothless?"

"No, hardly anyone works for Toothless. The only people that do work for him have nothing to do with his mob work directly though. You know, just a couple of people behind the scenes. Like the mechanic. We're doing this for him because Barf and Belch owe him a favour."

"Why did they owe Toothless a favour?"

"Do you really want to know?"

It was then that Hiccup remembered the whole reasoning behind not wanting to ask questions. Some things really are better left unknown, and thankfully Ruffnut reminded him of that before it went too far.

"No, actually. I just don't understand how this all works I guess."

"Well it's quite simple."

Hiccup's statement was rhetorical, but apparently Ruffnut didn't catch on. And Hiccup figured it was probably best not to interrupt someone who could easily beat you to a pulp without breaking a sweat.

"Basically, the Fire Breathers gang is broken into 5 groups. Toothless leads one group, Barf and Belch another, et cetera, et cetera. And all five of those groups are controlled by the leader of the gang, who goes by the name of Red Death, or RD for short. Sometimes the leaders do each other favours, you know, certain tasks or jobs, and eventually those favours get called in. By driving you from and to Manhattan I am paying back a favour Barf and Belch owed Toothless."

Hiccup just nodded and mumbled affirmatively. He did not want to know what Toothless had done to earn the favour. In his best interest, he decided to deal with the silence the rest of the way to Manhattan.

* * *

><p>They emerged from the Queens Midtown Tunnel onto Tunnel Exit Street, where they got stuck in the stereotypical bumper to bumper New York traffic. It took a whole 10 minutes to get from the tunnel to East 39th Street. Hiccup realized afterwards he probably could have walked it faster. It only took a few seconds after taking the turn onto 39th before Ruffnut stopped right outside Hiccup's building. He wasn't sure he liked the fact that she knew where he lived, but there wasn't much he could do about that.<p>

Hiccup glanced out the windows, making sure no one who could recognize him would see him getting out of the car, before he gave Ruffnut a quick, "thanks," and jumped out, slamming the door behind him. The car didn't necessarily have any clues that it would be a mob car, but better safe than sorry. Then it hit him that that would be another reason he should have walked from Tunnel Exit Street.

As Hiccup slowly ascended in the elevator, he let his mind wander back to his conversation with Toothless. He didn't realize until now just how much personal information he had given to Toothless. Toothless, either from finding out directly from him or not, knew his address, name, age, where he went to school, what he was studying, why he was studying it, and about his not so great relationship with his father. All the basics, plus a little more. Why did that information all slip out so easily? It almost seemed like Toothless was trying to get to know him, like someone does when making a new friend.

The elevator dinged softly as it reached Hiccup's floor, but while the elevator had stopped, Hiccup's thoughts were still moving rapidly. Why would Toothless want to be his friend? Is that even what was going on? If it was, would Hiccup want someone like Toothless as a friend? What if his dad found out? What would he do to him or Toothless? Toothless winked at the end of their meeting today, and possibly when they first met, maybe Toothless wanted to be more than friends?

Hiccup stopped himself there. While he did find Toothless attractive, there was no way Toothless rolled like that, was there? He decided to stop thinking about it instantly. He was tired, so his brain was probably not functioning properly.

He fumbled with his keys and eventually managed to unlock the door.

"Hello?" he called, not really expecting a response and not being surprised when there wasn't one.

Hiccup glanced at the clock, then was forced to do a double take. 9:30pm. Clearly his father was "working late", but that wasn't what had shocked him. Either traffic was a lot worse on the way back then he thought or the time at the warehouse took longer than he thought. He had missed dinner, but with all of the excitement he wasn't even hungry. It may have still been relatively early, but that didn't stop Hiccup as he stumbled to his room, kicked off his jeans, and he was out before his head even hit the pillow. Hopefully tomorrow would be a little less exhausting.

* * *

><p><strong>No cliffhanger this time...oh well<br>**

**Next chapter: On or before September 21**

**Poor Hiccup is exhausted :( But you know what gives him energy? Your reviews! So help Hiccup get his energy back, because something tells me he is going to need it...**


	6. Chapter 6

**Has it been a week already? Wow. But here is the next chapter, as promised :)**

**And I would like to take this opportunity to thank the amazing, spectacular, wonderful Warrior Nun for volunteering to make the cover image for this story! It'll go up once it's ready.  
><strong>

**OK, story time!**

* * *

><p>Not only did Hiccup go to bed uncharacteristically early, but he slept unusually late as well. It was almost 11am when Hiccup finally rolled out of bed. Immediately after getting up, his stomach grumbled quite painfully and it almost knocked Hiccup over. Hiccup figured that's what he got for skipping dinner the night before. He started walking to the kitchen without even bothering to throw on new clothes.<p>

That was a bad choice, because when he got to the kitchen he almost fell over for the second time that day. Inconceivably, Stoick was home. It may have been Saturday, but Stoick always worked Saturdays. And on top of all of this, Stoick wasn't reading the paper or watching TV, he was just sitting there, as if waiting for Hiccup.

"Morning son. How'd you sleep?"

Ok, Hiccup had to think this through. Stoick was home, in the middle of the day, not doing anything, and was actually taking if interest in his son? The first thing that went through Hiccup's mind was, _'who are you and what have you done with Stoick?'_ Hiccup decided on the diplomatic approach over the confrontational one however.

"Uh, fine, thanks. How about you?"

"Fine."

For some reason, Hiccup's stomach decided that now would be the ideal time to give a less painful but much louder rumble than last time. Both Stoick and he glanced down to his stomach, with Stoick raising an eyebrow.

"Well, sounds like someone's hungry! Why don't you throw on some proper clothes and we'll go out for lunch, hm?"

Wait, now his father was inviting him to go out for lunch? Something was wrong. Was he failing a course? Did he do something that would put him in legal trouble? Hiccup couldn't think of anything, and he was fairly certain his father knew nothing about his "meeting" yesterday, so he did the only thing he really could in this situation: he turned around, went to his room, and got changed.

* * *

><p>When father and son had finally made their way downstairs, Gobber was waiting for them in the car. Hiccup got into the back seat and crawled over to the other side while his father climbed in behind him.<p>

"Katz's Deli, right Stoick?" Gobber asked from the front seat while glancing in the rear view.

"Yes Gobber, thank you."

As Gobber started to pull away, Hiccup only had one thing on his mind and he figured it was better to get it out of the way sooner rather than later.

"Dad, did I uh, did I do something wrong?" Hiccup clenched his eyes shut and waited for the possibly impending explosion from his father. The last thing he expected was a chuckle, but that's what he got. In retrospect, when was the last time he had heard his father come even remotely close to laughing? He couldn't recall.

"No son, unless there's something I don't know. There isn't anything I don't know, is there?"

"No, of course not," Hiccup replied, possibly a little too quickly. If he did his father didn't seem to notice. But there was a complete lie. He had witnessed a crime, been brought to a wanted man's hangout, and hadn't reported any of this. But Hiccup couldn't bring himself to do that to Toothless. Other than the kidnapping, which had been a little terrifying at first, Toothless had given him no reason to want to say anything. And also, that kidnapping was just to apologize.

"Alright then," was all he got as a reply. At least that confirmed Hiccup's hope that his father was still in the dark about his recent events.

Then came the awkward silence. What was it with Hiccup and awkward silences in cars recently? He looked into the rear-view from the back and hoped to catch Gobber's eyes with his 'help me' look. Fortunately Gobber was there for him.

"So, Stoick, I was actually hoping to ask…"

That was all Hiccup heard before he zoned out. Thank goodness for Gobber. It was almost as if Gobber could sense when he needed help. Hiccup wasn't sure he could have lasted the whole car ride with the awkward silence that might have occurred.

After a few minutes, they were still talking, and Hiccup had a feeling Gobber could keep the conversation going all the way to the deli, not that he minded. But it did give Hiccup's mind some time to wander once more. Why did Stoick suddenly want to have lunch with him? If he wasn't his trouble, and it definitely wasn't anyone's birthday, what could this possibly be about? Then it hit him.

* * *

><p>It was only ten more minutes before Gobber pulled up in front of the small brick building on East Houston Street labelled Katz's Deli. Something told Hiccup this would be his best chance to test his theory, so he took advantage of the situation.<p>

"Dad, you go in and get a table. My cell phone fell out of my pocket, so I'm just going to find it and then I'll come in."

"Alright, but be quick."

The moment the door was closed Hiccup turned to Gobber.

"Alright, what are you up to?" Hiccup demanded. "My father hasn't wanted to be friendly with me since before I told him I was gay. This has you written all over it."

"I assure you I have no idea what you're talking about."

"You're a terrible liar, you know that?"

"Alright fine! The other day I had a conversation with Stoick. I told him that he needs to let you get out there more and give you some more freedoms. All the rules he has on you aren't healthy. I told him that if he actually took an interest in you more and tried to get to know you he'd realize that it would be ok to loosen the leash. So to speak."

Hiccup couldn't help but smile. "Wow, Gobber, thank you. That means a lot to me that you would do that for me." And Hiccup really did feel grateful. It was nice to know someone was out there looking out for him. "But do you really think that this could work? I mean I don't think a lunch is enough to change his views of me."

"You won't know if you don't try Hiccup."

Well, there was no arguing with that logic. Maybe things would finally work out for him. Maybe he could have a normal relationship with his father. Maybe he could have a normal life. This lunch could be the best thing that ever happened for him, right?

* * *

><p>Wrong. There wasn't even enough time for anything to go right. The minute Hiccup walked inside, his father was just about to get shown to a table. As they went to the table they got, Hiccup's heart stopped. There were 2 tables side by side, and they were going to the one on the left. At the left side of the table on the right were two guys in odd green suits, and they looked so similar Hiccup would have assumed they were twins. On the right side of the table, looking directly at the table that he would soon be sitting at, was none other than Toothless.<p>

Hiccup panicked. Toothless was going to see him here with his father, he would realize who he was, and who knows how mad he would be? And what would happen if his father saw Toothless? If Hiccup let that happen Toothless might blame him. This could be very bad. Hiccup decided he needed to act, but he couldn't just ask to leave, that would arise too much suspicion. He needed to act fast as his father was headed straight for the seat that would look straight at Toothless.

"Uh, dad, I'm actually a little chilly, can I sit on the left side? There's more sun light shining on that seat." Yeah, real brilliant.

"Uh, sure." Stoick said before heading for the other seat. Hiccup held his breath, but fortunately it seemed that Toothless hadn't seen Stoick or himself, nor had Stoick seen Toothless. That didn't stop Hiccup from being on edge though. He kept glancing over to Toothless every fifteen seconds or so, cursing himself every time he did so and silently hoping no one noticed.

He didn't have to worry about being distracted from his twitch by conversation, because his conversation with Stoick wore out within two minutes. The only thing Stoick ever did was work and go out, and both of those topics were off limits for their differing reasons. On the other side, Stoick had little interest in architecture other than being willing to say it was a respectable profession, and other than that Hiccup had no life or real interests to talk about because he had no life to speak of or it was a topic Hiccup had a feeling Stoick was fundamentally opposed to. That pretty much secured the failure of the lunch within the first few minutes.

As Stoick continued to focus solely on the menu, Hiccup kept glancing to Toothless, hoping he wouldn't notice him in return. Lunch may be disaster number one, but Hiccup was determined to avoid disaster number two.

Not a few seconds later did the waitress arrive and start to take their orders. She got through Stoick's order no problem, a roast beef sandwich, but as soon as the first syllable of Hiccup's chicken club order left his mouth, Toothless' head snapped up so fast he was surprised it didn't hurt his neck. Hiccup had been strategically timing what little talking he had been doing so he was talking at the same time as Toothless, hoping that Toothless would be too distracted to notice anyone else's voice over his own. However, when he started to order, he hadn't realized Toothless had stopped talking.

Hiccup faltered, but to avoid suspicion he finished his order and smiled at the waitress. It was a good thing he wasn't talking to his father right now, because his mind probably wouldn't have allowed him to form a coherent thought. Disaster number two had just occurred. This was officially the worst day of Hiccup's life.

Toothless stood and started to walk towards the table, a smile on his face like he was actually happy to see Hiccup. That lasted all of three seconds before Toothless realized who he was sitting with. It was a good thing he did notice or that could have become even more awkward. Toothless' smile instantly fell as his eyes widened. He mouthed something like "we'll talk later" and performed a quick about face. He immediately waved the waitress over and although Hiccup couldn't hear him, he was pretty sure he said something along the lines of 'check please!'

Toothless didn't even sit down. He stood until the waitress came back with the bill, whispered something to the other men, paid the bill, and then all three quickly exited the building.

Hiccup couldn't stop the possibilities of the consequences from spinning through his mind.

"Hiccup? Hiccup! What on earth are you looking at?" Stoick asked as he spun around to look at the table Toothless had just been occupying.

That snapped Hiccup out of his daze.

"Oh, nothing, sorry." Hiccup immediately turned his attention to the sandwich that was placed in front of him. Those were the last words that would be exchanged during the lunch.

* * *

><p>As they finished up, Hiccup noticed Gobber pulling up outside, so he told his father he'd go tell Gobber they were coming while he paid.<p>

Hiccup got into the car and closed the door behind himself. Gobber didn't even have a chance to get a word in before Hiccup started talking.

"Gods Gobber, that was just terrible. This may be the worst day of my life."

"What? Why? What happened?" Gobber asked, genuinely concerned with a frown creasing his face.

"Well first of all, we barely spoke at all. I think a total of three full sentences were exchanged. We spoke more this morning before this whole ordeal. Then, T…this guy who I think wants to be my friend was in there, and he almost came up to the table. There's no telling how dad would have reacted! It's a good think he had the sense to stay away. This was just awful," Hiccup moaned, burying his face in his palms.

"Oh," Gobber said sadly, eyes downcast, "I'm sorry. I shouldn't have interfered. This is all my fault."

"What? No no no no, don't even think that Gobber! You made an effort to try and make my life a little better. Maybe it didn't work, but you tried, and for that I thank you. You know, sometimes I wish you were my father instead."

Hiccup cut himself off there as his father opened the car door to climb in himself. He didn't even say anything before Gobber took off to head up 1st Avenue. This time there was no awkward silence though as Gobber knew to start a conversation right away to keep Stoick away from the topic of the lunch. That was another great thing about Gobber, he always knew how to mediate the awkward father-son relationship that existed between Hiccup and Stoick.

With Hiccup's mind off of one disaster, that allowed the other to pop back up. What was Toothless going to think? Obviously now he knew that Hiccup was the son or at least close to the head detective on his case. Something told Hiccup that news would not be handled well.

Fortunately, even with the Saturday traffic, the car ride home was quick. Hiccup wanted nothing more than to go up to the condo, lock himself in his room, and not come out for at least the rest of the day. Hopefully that would give him enough time to think everything through a little better before he'd have to deal with it all.

* * *

><p><strong>Next chapter: On or before September 29<strong>

**Ugh, Hiccup's life sucks right now with the predicament he is in. Why not cheer him up with a review?**


	7. Chapter 7

**Hey everyone! So this chapter was finished up just today (school, OTL) so I wasn't sure if ADAMalchemist would have enough time to beta is and get it back to me to get in before the deadline. As such, I apologize for any horrendous mistakes that my own proof reading didn't catch. Enjoy!**

* * *

><p>Hiccup woke up Sunday morning, but immediately wished he could go back to sleep. Yesterday had been a disaster, and he did not want to deal with any of the possible consequences, repercussions, or anything else even remotely along those lines. He was pretty sure that Toothless would want to see him again after that, heck he knew for sure because he had mouthed it to him, and he also knew he wouldn't take no for an answer. Hiccup didn't think that Toothless would cause him any harm, but then again, he barely knew the guy. No, Toothless was too nice a guy and Hiccup hadn't done anything wrong. Right? Great, now he kind of wanted to see Toothless to prove his innocence.<p>

After looking at the neon green glow of his alarm clock and reading 9:30, Hiccup tried to close his eyes and return to a state of blissful slumber, but his body would have none of that. No matter what he tried he only became more and more awake as time passed.

Hiccup finally caved to his body's demand to get out of bed, but that didn't mean he had to go through his morning routine very quickly. He actually made his bed today, making sure it was so well made he could bounce a quarter off of it, before proceeding to the bathroom. He made sure to watch the floor as he walked, and this time he managed to avoid slipping on the papers (how had they ended up back on the floor?).

As usual, Hiccup turned on the shower before brushing his teeth to allow the water to (hopefully) heat up. He applied the minty toothpaste to his toothbrush and slowly started brushing. Here Hiccup wasn't actually sure if his slow movements were to give the water more time to heat up or to delay him from having to face his day even longer.

Regardless, Hiccup finished brushing his teeth, stripped off his pajamas, and got into the shower, hoping for some hot water today. He did see some steam, so that was promising.

"Gah! Son of a," Hiccup started before vocalizing quite possibly every cuss he had ever heard, and most likely inventing a few new ones in the process. Hiccup could never understand how some days the water would be ice cold, but other days on the same setting the water would feel like lava from a volcano. At least he could make hot water more bearable by turning it down; not something he could do when the water was only cold. Subconsciously he chalked that up as a win for the morning.

Taking full advantage of the now warm water (and still wanting to prevent himself from having to face his day), Hiccup gave himself what was probably the most thorough shower of his life. It took him a good fourty five minutes, and he scrubbed every part of his body at least twice (including his hair).

The next excessively drawn out task Hiccup performed was breakfast. Since Hiccup had slept in a little by his standards, his father was already gone, with the newspaper in the recycle. And that was just the way Hiccup liked it. It was just easier when he wasn't there. Today Hiccup decided on a menu of pancakes and eggs.

* * *

><p>By 1 o'clock in the afternoon Hiccup had run out of stuff to do. He had gone through his entire morning routine, had breakfast, cleaned up the dishes from said breakfast, and even vacuumed and dusted the condo. Now all he was doing was sitting lazily on the couch watching some random documentary on some near extinct animal. It was too boring for even Hiccup to pay attention.<p>

Hiccup flicked off the television and swung himself off the couch. Glancing through the window and down at the street he noticed that it wasn't horrendously packed, and looking up at the sky he saw the weather was clear.

It was then that Hiccup reasoned that couldn't stay inside for the rest of his life, and that if he dealt with the Toothless issue sooner rather than later it would probably be for the better. Grabbing his zip up sweater just in case, Hiccup walked out of the condo door and walked towards the elevator.

* * *

><p>Hiccup may have been going down in the elevator, but his pulse was going way up. He took deep, heavy breaths, and fortunately he was alone in the elevator or that could have been awkward. He was so wound up when the elevator dinged on the ground floor he gave a startled shriek. At least no one in the lobby let on that they'd heard.<p>

As Hiccup walked out the front doors, he figured he would make it about three blocks before Toothless' car would be following right behind him. Just as he started walking, however, a car horn blasted, scaring him just as it had two days ago. When he turned around to look, he saw a slow moving Lincoln Continental holding up traffic. The licence plate was "AJD4961".

Hiccup couldn't help but be amazed. _'Three blocks. I didn't even make it three steps! Well, better get this over with.'_

Hiccup walked right up to the car and yanked the door open, faking a sense of bravery, expecting to see Tuffnut sitting in the back seat again. He was slightly surprised that the back seat was empty.

"If you're going to get in, would you hurry up and do it? This guy's honking is giving me a headache." The voice was female, but it definitely wasn't Ruffnut. He hesitated, but then remembered that either way this was Toothless' car, so he'd end up at the same destination. Now all he could do was hope that his belief that Toothless wouldn't want to hurt him was right.

He climbed in and immediately after he shut the door, the driver gunned it. After Hiccup recovered from the lurch, he took the time to look at his new driver. She was blonde like Ruffnut, but she kept her hair in a braid. She was just as skinny too.

"Well, that was easy. Ruff and Tuff made it sound like it was so hard to get you." The girl said, eyes unmoving from the road.

Hiccup started a conversation before he could catch himself.

"Well in their defence at the time I didn't know who they were or what they wanted. Although the bag may have complicated things a little."

"Ugh, Tuffnut used the stupid bag thing again? It's so stupid. I don't know why he does that." Hiccup could tell that the exasperation in her voice was genuine. It made him wonder just how many other people Tuffnut had done that to, and just what their….fates….had been.

_'Bad thought process, Hiccup. Back it up.'_

"So, what's your name?"

"Astrid."

"You work for Toothless?"

"No."

"Barf and Belch?"

"No."

"So who do you work for?"

When Astrid spoke next, it wasn't an answer to the question. It was accompanied by a blast of the car horn and a call of, "out of the way, moron!"

Astrid never got around to answering Hiccup's question, and with her angered mumbling after the outburst, Hiccup figured it would be for the best not to interrupt. The car ride the rest of the way was silent, but at least Astrid had the music on. He hadn't noticed it before, but now that there was nothing else to focus on, he could hear Imagine Dragons coming from the speakers. He sit back, enjoyed the music, and waited to arrive back at the seemingly run down warehouse.

* * *

><p>Hiccup saw all the same scenery on the way in this time as he did last time, except this time it wasn't raining. Even in the different light though he was able to pick out the building from down the street. Astrid drove around the back of the building, and the only difference from last time was that this time the door to the garage was already open. Hiccup thought that if he had a car collection like Toothless had he would definitely make sure that the door was closed at ALL times.<p>

Astrid parked the car in the same spot at the back of the garage, and Hiccup got out right away this time. As he was getting out, though, he started to look around for the window that would show Toothless' office. He still vividly remembered the view from it from last time. Eventually he found it on the far wall. What he also found was Toothless standing just inside the window, hands folded behind him, and watching Hiccup with an unreadable expression. Maybe coming willingly hadn't been the best idea. Too late now. Better get this over with.

* * *

><p>Hiccup didn't know what to feel when walking down the hallway. All the doors were once again closed, so he couldn't look into the rooms to take his mind temporarily off of what lie ahead. The walk to the office door seemed shorter this time, and when they arrived, Astrid just nodded towards the door and walked off.<p>

Hiccup waited until she was down the hall before he started to reach for the door handle. Just before he grabbed it, he stopped himself. What was the etiquette in a situation like this? Toothless knew he was coming, but it was a closed door, so he should knock, right? After arguing with himself for a few seconds, Hiccup settled on knocking first.

"Come in," Toothless called from the inside.

Hiccup entered slowly and quietly, almost as if he was entering a room with a sleeping person in it. After clicking the door shut and turning around, he noticed Toothless was still looking out the window, not at him. Hiccup wasn't sure how to read that. He decided to stay close to the door in case he needed to exit quickly.

"Hi, Toothless. Um, you sent your car for me?" Hiccup was actually quite impressed that he managed to prevent his voice from cracking, squeaking, or doing anything else embarrassing.

"Yes, I did," Toothless started as he turned around. Hiccup could finally see his face, and Toothless was giving that same genuine smile that lit up his face and said he was happy to see Hiccup. At this sight Hiccup managed to breathe an internal sigh of relief. "Our conversation was cut short last time, and there is something else I want to say to you after yesterday."

And there went Hiccup's sense of relief right out the window. A nervous sweat managed to take its place almost instantly.

"Are-are you angry?" Hiccup asked, silently pleading for a no.

"Why would I be?" Toothless asked, almost amused that Hiccup would ask such a question. This just served to confuse Hiccup.

"Well yesterday, at the deli, surely you know the man I was sitting with," Hiccup started before being interrupted by Toothless.

"Yes, I know that your father is the head police detective on my case." Toothless couldn't help but smirk at the dumbfounded expression on Hiccup's face.

"How did you know that he was my father?" Hiccup blurted out before he could even think.

"Remember our first meeting how I told you I figured out your name?" Hiccup thought back and remembered the security guard or someone had given it to him. "Well he gave me your last name too, and I know all about Stoick. There may be eight million people in New York City, but I'd bet my car collection that there is only one Haddock family. The fact that I knew he was your father rather than just an uncle or something was just a calculated guess since you both have the same green eyes."

"Well I promise I haven't told my dad anything and I won't and wait a sec, how do you know my eye colour?"

"Don't worry, I believe you. And I noticed it at our first, uh, meeting, in Manhattan. You know, when I pushed you against the wall?"

Hiccup remembered that moment (and the related fear) extremely well. But in his fear, he had been too focused on the gun in Toothless' belt to notice anything else.

"Oh yeah. Then." That was all Hiccup could get out. It was silent for a few seconds, but then Hiccup got the courage to ask, "why did you want to see me again?"

"I wanted to thank you for yesterday. I noticed that your father was sitting so that he wasn't facing me. I'm guessing that wasn't a coincidence?" Toothless asked, letting the smirk from earlier return to his face and cocking an eyebrow. "But why didn't you sell me out? I mean it would technically have been the right thing to do, and you are the son of a cop."

Hiccup exhaled. "The truth is that you gave me no reason to. I mean sure you kidnapped me last time, but you did that to apologize. So I forgive you," he said, smile and confidence returning. "But that's not what I meant. I meant the first time you sent the car for me. Why did you want to see me again then?"

This time it was Toothless who exhaled, but as he did he moved and sat down in the large leather chair. As he did this Hiccup also took a seat in one of the armchairs.

"When you lead the type of life I do, anyone you come into contact with that isn't a, well, let's call them coworkers, just looks at you and practically trembles in fear. You were different. While you may have looked scared on the outside at our first encounter, when I looked into your eyes I saw amazement, wonder, whatever you want to call it, but it was the furthest thing possible from fear."

Hiccup couldn't believe what he was hearing. I mean sure the thought of seeing Toothless was cool, but all he remembered was the terror from that meeting.

"Which is why," Toothless continued, "I wanted to see you again. And now I wanted to ask you something. In my line of work, you don't meet too many people that you can actually become genuine friends with. I find you interesting Hiccup. In know friendships need time to develop, but because of my…position…I want to ask if you would even be willing to give it a try. Being friends."

Hiccup was speechless. Toothless, THE Toothless, was asking to be his friend? How should he respond? Heck, what would his answer be? He tried to form a coherent answer, but he couldn't even form a word.

He just kept spewing random sounds until Toothless finally said something. "I understand you need to take some time to think about this. So here," Toothless said as he pulled a basic flip phone out of his inside pocket. "Take this phone and call me when you have an answer. I'm the only number in there. I don't want you using your regular phone just in case your father did something to it without even you knowing."

Hiccup took the phone and tried to say something, but he was still speechless.

"Astrid will be waiting downstairs in the car you came in. She'll take you home. Take your time to decide, I'm not going anywhere."

Hiccup simply nodded and got up. He headed towards the door, opened it, but paused before stepping out. He didn't want to say goodbye because that would sound too definite, and he was still considering the friend offer, but he didn't want to say see you later either because that would imply he had already decided yes. Instead, he settled for a nod and when Toothless met that with a nod of his own, Hiccup closed the door and left.

* * *

><p>Exactly five seconds after the click of the door had sounded, a woman in a strapless blue dress that stopped just above her knees stepped out of the bathroom. She tossed her long hair over her shoulder before going to occupy the seat Hiccup had been in not a minute ago.<p>

"Alright Toothless, Astrid did your driving, so we're even. I don't get why you don't just hire somebody to do stuff like that for you like the rest of us do."

"You know why I don't do that, Stormfly."

"Yes, yes, but still." There was a momentary silence before she continued. "I know you want to be more than friends with that boy, Toothless. I may not have been able to see you, but I could hear you. And you had a certain something in your voice that isn't normally there. You like him, don't you? And you are trying to get him to like you back, aren't you?" Stormfly asked, a knowing smirk on her face.

"Whatever will be will be Stormfly. C'est la vie."

* * *

><p><strong>Next Chapter: On or before October 4Why sooner than usual you ask? Well, you'll see when the next chapter comes...<strong>

**As for the last line there, it's a French expression. The translation is literal.**

**Want Hiccup to become friends with Toothless? Tell him in a review! It'll mean they'll spend more time together~!**


	8. Chapter 8

**Hey everyone! I'm back already! Now if you could just remember how your feeling now and try to keep that after the ending message that would be great...**

**Also, I would like to thank the absolutely amazing Warrior Nun for doing a cover image for this story! You should all thank her since you don't have to look at my face any more XD**

**Also also, thank you again to ADAMalchemist for beta-ing. This story wouldn't be the same (or even exist at all) without you! :)**

* * *

><p>Hiccup woke up Monday morning with a much different feeling than he had the day before. Yesterday he was fearing what the wrath of Toothless would be like, and now he was confused as to whether he should allow the man to try and become his friend. Hiccup had been kept up most of the night by that question, but he still didn't have an answer. He ended up getting out of bed at 7am because he had to get to his classes.<p>

After the usual morning routine of shower, hair, and clothing, Hiccup entered the kitchen, and was actually surprised to see his father gone this time. Normally when Hiccup had to wake up for school his father was still there. But the fail proof signal of a folded up newspaper was there, so it was the only explanation. Although the note Hiccup found on the counter would also help.

_'Need Gobber all day today. Take the subway both ways.'_

Hiccup reread the note before coming to an executive decision. He didn't feel like going to class today, and to be quite honest he could use the time to think over the whole Toothless situation. He made breakfast a quick event this morning (cereal and milk, nothing fancy) before heading over to the elevators.

When he arrived at the elevators, he hoped that he would be able to get into the first one that arrived. As much as he didn't mind walking down all of the stairs, today he just wasn't in the mood. As if the elevator could read his thoughts, it not only arrived, but it arrived empty. Hiccup wondered if he was going to get a solo ride down too, but his hopes were dashed as the elevator stopped on each of the next ten floors, and then a few more.

Eventually Hiccup made it out of the building, but he had no idea where to go. He needed somewhere where he could go to think, not be disrupted by too many people or have too many available distractions (which was why just staying in the apartment was out), and where he could just relax. After several minutes of thinking Hiccup thought of just the spot.

He started making his way to the Grand Central – 42nd Street Station, where he waited on the northbound platform. He let the local 6 train pass, knowing that the express 4 train was scheduled to be along on the next thirty seconds. Normally since he was only going two stations up it would have been faster just to take whichever train came first, but the fact the schedule put them thirty seconds apart made the wait worth it. It arrived right on time, and thanks to the fact that it was travelling against the peak direction, there was actually a seat available for Hiccup.

He didn't know why he sat down since he was getting off at the first stop, but he sat down for the sixty second trip nonetheless. When he did get off at 59th Street Station, he started westbound to Central Park. He was headed to his all-time favourite spot in the city; a spot not even his father knew about. His mother had shown it to him, telling him that when she and his father had once gotten into a big fight when they were dating, that is where she went to get away. It was a secluded spot on the west side of The Pond in the southeast portion of the park. No trails went near there so you had to hike through the trees, but it was doable.

Hiccup stayed in that spot most of the day. Thinking, skipping stones into the water, he even climbed one of the trees. He may have been doing different things, but his mind was always on Toothless and his question, going in circles.

Yes, Hiccup knew he was a mob member, and what his father would do if he found out he was friends with Toothless. But Toothless had seemed so genuine when he said he just wanted a friend. But Toothless was suave and charismatic. He had to be to survive. Could this just be part of one of his plans? Could he be using Hiccup to get to his father? No, he was too kind to do that. But how could Hiccup know that for sure? The kindness thing may have just been an act. Toothless did look serious a lot, maybe constantly thinking about how to use Hiccup to his benefit. But that smile on his face when he saw him, the way it lit up his whole face, there is no way that could be faked, right? So he really was happy to see him all of those times. But still, Toothless was a mob member, and he kills people. What if he agrees to become friends and then an enemy goes after him to get to Toothless? No, Toothless wouldn't let that happen. But how could he prevent it? Well he did give him a cell phone for direct access to him. Plus there was still that part of Hiccup that found Toothless…"attractive". But could he really pursue a friendship for that reason? There was no way Toothless would be interested in someone like him that way. Was there?

Hiccup screamed. At the top of his lungs. It was so loud that the pigeons in the nearby trees all got scared and flew off at once in a giant cloud of feathers. Why did this have to be so hard? After a good three hours of thinking, Hiccup had finally settled on an answer. It was a bit of a compromise, but he thought that Toothless would be able to live with it. He searched his pocket until he found the little flip phone he had been given.

The phone rang exactly three times before Toothless picked up on the other end.

"Hey Hiccup!" Toothless said, sounding cheery.

"Uh, hey, Toothless. Um, I have my answer, so…"

"Wow," Toothless interrupted, "and a lot sooner than I thought. So?"

"Um, I was actually hoping we could meet in person, you know, talk face to face?" Hiccup said. Then it hit him that Toothless was probably a busy person, and that he wouldn't have time to meet like that and he probably wouldn't want to be seen in public.

After a short pause, Toothless responded, "yeah, sure," but while he tried to still sound upbeat Hiccup could tell it wasn't genuine. Before Hiccup could say anything, Toothless continued, "how about Central Park? At the Falconer Statue on the west side?"

Hiccup barely had the time to say, "sure," before Toothless said, "see you in twenty minutes," and hung up.

_'Great,'_ Hiccup thought to himself, _'I've gone and made him mad. Better not be late and make it even worse.'_

With that, Hiccup got out of the tree and headed northwest.

* * *

><p>Hiccup arrived at the statue with five minutes to spare. After a quick glance around the general area he realized Toothless wasn't there yet, so he found himself a spot on a nearby bench and waited.<p>

Five minutes later, exactly on time, Toothless walked up to the statue, saw Hiccup, and walked over. Toothless readjusted his suit after he sat down (this time Gucci instead of Armani) and there was a momentary silence before Hiccup started.

"So I…" was all Hiccup got to say before Toothless interrupted him.

"It's ok, Hiccup. I already know you are going to say no. It's alright. I understand. You think I'm a bad person, because of what I do, and you want nothing to do with me. But if you knew the truth then maybe you wouldn't think that." As Toothless said this his head was hung, eyes firmly planted on his black dress shoes.

Hiccup had seen both neutral and happy expressions on Toothless' face before, but never sad. He didn't even look like the same person any more. Hiccup decided that he didn't like this look on Toothless, but a part of him also wanted to know his back story. So instead of stopping Toothless and telling him that he was actually kind of going to say yes, he said, "then tell me the truth."

Toothless sighed. "The truth is that I didn't have a choice. I had to do this. When I was very young, my parents died in a house fire. Only my brother and I survived, and that was because we weren't home. But when we came home all we found was a burned out corpse of a house. Well, that, and RD. You know who that is?"

Hiccup nodded in affirmation, remembering what Ruffnut had told him, and let Toothless continue.

"At the time I was 7, and my brother was 9. We had no living relatives. Both of our parents were single children, and all of our grandparents had died. Plus we had just moved to the area and we hadn't made friends with any of the neighbours yet. RD claimed he was a distant relative called there by the authorities, and he offered to take is in. He even knew my nickname of Toothless. With nowhere else to go, we did what we thought was best. We went with him. As children we didn't think to go to the police or the neighbours or anyone. Plus we weren't exactly in the best state of mind.

He took us in and treated us like we were his own children. He brought us here, to New York. We led a normal life with him for a few weeks, but then we started to notice the strange people coming over, heard strange noises, and even a few people who came and never left. One day my brother finally had the courage to ask what was going on. RD said he respected our guts for asking, and he told us the entire truth. Including the fact that he started the fire at our parents' house. They couldn't pay back their debt to him, so he killed them. Then he told us that one day he expected us to join too, to pay back our parents' debt."

Hiccup swallowed. He had a bad feeling of where this was going.

"Again, we may have been kids, but we knew how dangerous that would be. My brother, he refused, and got really mad at RD for claiming to be family when he killed the only family we had. He said we wouldn't be dragged into that, parents' debt or not. RD said we didn't have a choice, but my brother tried to leave anyways, telling me to come with him. RD warned him to stop, that he couldn't leave because he knew too much. I couldn't move, so I just stood there watching this whole ordeal. When my brother refused to stop, RD," Toothless stopped, and when Hiccup looked over to see why, he saw a single tear rolling down his cheek. Toothless still hadn't looked up from the ground. Hiccup noticed his eyes had started to water too.

"He took out his gun and shot him. He shot him while I watched. Then, he turned to me and asked if I wanted to leave too. He had the gun pointed right at me. As much as I wanted to leave, I said no to preserve my own life. My brother was trying to get the two of us out of there, I couldn't just go and get myself killed when he had tried to save me. That would be disrespectful to him."

Hiccup noticed that Toothless was crying freely now, but his voice never hitched. In a way that was impressive. If he wouldn't have seen the tears flowing he would never have known.

"My brother is actually the reason I go by the name Toothless all the time now. It was my nickname when I was a child because my teeth came in really late. Everyone called me that, but my brother refused. He was the only person that called me by my real name. That's why no one here knows it, other than RD of course. If I heard my real name used again it would constantly remind me of him. But that's a different story. The only reason I continue to do this is because if I tried to leave RD would have no problem hunting me down and killing me. The truth is, I don't want to do this, but I have no choice. And in this life, I never really had the opportunity to make friends. You're the first person that I've actually met more than just once that I haven't had to do business with. The fact that you came back the second time, and the fact you weren't just terrified the first time gave me hope that maybe you'd consider it."

It was now that Toothless finally looked up and over to Hiccup. Fortunately Hiccup had managed to prevent himself from crying during Toothless' story, so he probably looked semi normal.

"Toothless, I am so sorry for your past."

"What are you apologizing for, there was nothing you could do." It was a true answer but it finally put a bit of a smile on Toothless' face, and that made Hiccup happy. He didn't want Toothless to have to go through any more pain today than he already had recounting that story.

"Toothless, I called you and asked you to come to meet me so that I can tell you that I am willing to try and be your friend, but I have one condition."

The smile on Toothless' face was so large Hiccup thought his face might split in half. Before he could even react, Toothless stood and was giving Hiccup a massive hug. He was strong because Hiccup had still been sitting but Toothless managed to pick him up.

For some reason, it was now that Hiccup remembered Toothless' comment about his eye colour, and he figured while they were this close would be the best time to look at Toothless' eyes. When Toothless opened his eyes, Hiccup got an up close and personal view. His eyes were one of the brightest shades of yellow he had ever seen. It was an interesting colour to say the least.

After Toothless finally put Hiccup down, he said, "anything. And I promise that I will keep you away from my work. You'll have nothing to do with it."

All Hiccup could do was smile. Smile and say, "that's all I ask."

Toothless still had that massive smile on his face. Hiccup, however, was wondering how to proceed.

"So, uh, Toothless, what do you want to do now?" Hiccup asked.

"Well, how about we really get to know each other tonight. We can go out for dinner. Katz's Deli, perhaps?" Toothless said with a chuckle. Hiccup could only shudder at the bad memory. "Kidding, kidding. How about the Redeye Grill at 7th and West 57th?"

"I've never heard of it," was all Hiccup could say.

"It's good. I've been there a few times before. How about 6 tonight?"

Hiccup couldn't think of anything else he had to do, so he agreed. He was going to wonder what he should do until then, but Toothless managed to suggest something for him.

"Great. So I'll make the reservation. And in the meantime, why don't you head back to school. You really shouldn't be missing classes you know." Toothless said that last sentence with a proud smirk.

All Hiccup could get out was a, "how did you know," before Toothless started up again to finish his explanation.

"Oh come now, Hiccup. You of all people should know that I have eyes and ears everywhere."

Hiccup realized he was right, then realized that he wasn't really upset or disturbed that Toothless had looked up his school schedule. If his father would have done that he wouldn't have been quite so passive about it. What was it about Toothless that made him so comfortable to be around? Noticing his silence, he decided he should probably say something.

"Very true. So I'll just meet you at the restaurant at 6 then?"

"How about I pick you up? Around 5:30 maybe?"

Hiccup wasn't sure how he felt about having Toothless himself picking him up right outside his condo, but he didn't want to be rude and decline.

"Uh, yeah, sure."

"Great, it's a date!" Toothless smiled.

Hiccup turned around as he called, "well, I better get to the subway if I'm going to class," and waved goodbye. He was glad he could make such a quick escape; he wasn't sure if it was a joke or not, but after that last comment Hiccup could already start to feel the blush creeping up his face.

* * *

><p><strong>So there is Toothless' back story. Yeah, that's my attempt at writing sad stuff. I know, I fail...<strong>

**Next chapter: On or before October 20 *flips table and hides behind it* I'm going out of province for school for a few weeks, but if I can I'll write! Sorry, please don't kill me D:**

**In other news, yay, Toothless is happy! But he may become sad again and Hiccup could be stood up if you don't review...**


	9. Chapter 9

**I AM SO SORRY THIS IS LATE DON'T KILL ME D:! I blame homework and House of Hades…but at least it's here now!**

**Oh, and I fell like everyone is going to hate me for what Stoick does this chapter. But remember I warned you way back in chapter 1 about his character!**

**PS Sorry if people got the notification for this twice. I just noticed an error and fixed it.**

* * *

><p>Getting off the subway, Hiccup looked at his watch and realized he would be just in time…for his least favourite class. He considered skipping it, but then he realized that would mean his trip all the way here was an entire waste because that was his only class left for the day. As boring as three straight hours of Architectural History sounded, Hiccup decided he'd tough it out.<p>

When he entered the classroom, he looked around for a seat and spotted Jason in the crowd. The seats on either side of him were open, so he decided he'd help himself. At least he'd have a distraction.

He sat down beside Jason, who looked up and smiled his famous smile that nearly made Hiccup's heart melt. Whiter than should be possible, and all his teeth perfectly shaped.

_'Just like Toothless'," _Hiccup subconsciously thought to himself. Before he had the chance to catch himself thinking that, however, Jason started to talk.

"Hey Hiccup! So I put the finishing touches on the house, and I think it looks great if I do say so myself."

"That's great, Jason, I'm sure it looks amazing," Hiccup said, but in his head he finished, _'just like you.'_

This got Hiccup thinking, maybe he should ask Jason if he wanted to go out sometime. He had been checking him out for a while now, so why not? Plus he seriously doubted Toothless was serious about the date thing. He was about to say something, but decided it would be best to wait until after class in case he said no so there wouldn't be an awkward air around during class.

It was then that Hiccup turned his attention back to the front of the room. Just then, he noticed a girl walk in that he didn't recognize. She was tallish, had blonde hair that was just longer than shoulder length, and actually quite good posture. She seemed to search the room before she smiled and started walking up the steps.

Jason got up when he saw her, and hugged her when she walked up to him. She ended up taking the seat on the other side of Jason.

"Hiccup," Jason started, "this is my girlfriend, Julia. Julia, Hiccup."

"So you're Hiccup! It's nice to meet you!" Julia said in a bubbly voice.

Hiccup could barely mumble out a, "nice to meet you too," before he completely left the conversation. Well, it was a good thing he decided to wait to ask Jason. He just would have been straight-zoned again. Well, at least the air wasn't awkward. Just mildly depressing.

THE LINE HERE IS THEORETICAL

Hiccup lollygagged home after class, and he ended up walking in at just past 4. He remembered Toothless would be coming for him in an hour and a half, but he figured he may as well start getting ready now so he wouldn't be in a rush later.

First thing was first, Hiccup had to look up the Redeye Grill to see what the place was like and what he should wear. When he finally navigated to their website on his phone, his eyes almost popped out of his head. This place was really nice! Well, nicer than anywhere he had ever been. But he immediately resolved that he would have to wear something nice. Plus Toothless was always in a suit, so he should at least try.

Hiccup started laying out outfits on his bed, mixing and matching dress shirts and pants that he had. He settled on pure black dress pants, a light greenbutton up shirt, and a black suit jacket on top. He ended up deciding on no tie for two reasons: he didn't have one that matched the shirt very well, and he didn't know how to tie one.

He was about to get changed, but he decided to take a shower first. It couldn't hurt, right? So after a very thorough shower he returned to his room, towelling himself off, and finally got changed into his clothes.

Hiccup had lost track of time, and just as he was holding a cologne bottle, considering if he should use it (he only used it on special occasions), his phone started to ring. It was a blocked number, and while normally Hiccup ignored them, he decided to answer it this time.

"Hello?"

"Hey Hiccup, it's me." They may have said me, but Hiccup could recognize that voice from a mile away. "I'm downstairs in the car. You almost ready?"

"Uh, yeah, I'll be down in a minute. What type of car is it?"

"Don't worry, you'll know," was all Hiccup heard before Toothless hung up. Hiccup thought he heard a smile on Toothless' voice at the end, but he paid that no mind. When the clock on his phone showed up, he noticed it was indeed 5:30. He quickly spritzed on the cologne and ran for the elevators.

* * *

><p>That elevator ride down felt like the longest of Hiccup's life. He caught himself tapping his foot, and that made him realize that maybe he was more excited to see Toothless than he let on. Before he had time to consider that any longer, the elevator dinged, indicating it had arrived in the lobby.<p>

The lobby was buzzing with its usual evening activity. People rushing for the elevators after a long day's work, people dressed up and heading out for a night on the town, and others just people watching from the couches. Hiccup weaved his way through the crowd until he passed through the front revolving doors.

When Hiccup got outside, he remembered Toothless' words: "you'll know." What on earth did that mean? He started to search for the Lincoln Continental, thinking that was the most obvious choice, until he heard the near deafening roar of an engine revving.

Looking towards the source of the sound, Hiccup's jaw dropped. Sitting at the curb was a Pagani Zonda, painted a deep blue so dark it almost seemed black. Hiccup was about to turn away to keep searching, but just then Toothless' words bounced around his head like an echo once more.

_'No way,'_ was all Hiccup could think to himself as he subconsciously walked over to the car. When he approached the passenger side window, it rolled down and sure enough, Toothless was sitting in the driver's seat, wearing one of his usual suits and his trademark smile. Hiccup was speechless.

"Are you just going to stand there or are you going to get in?"

Hiccup didn't realize quite how long he had been standing there, so he quickly jumped in and fastened his seatbelt. He was sure the sound the car made when pulling away turned more than a few heads. It was now that Hiccup regained his head and managed to speak up.

"So I'm guessing you weren't going for inconspicuous then…."

"What? This is a nice car and I wanted to get it out of the garage."

"And if my father had been in the lobby and noticed that car? Don't you think that that would have attracted his attention?"

"Accounted for. Your father left the station heading in the opposite direction about fifteen minutes ago. Where to though I'm not sure."

Hiccup's expression visibly saddened. "Oh, he's probably just working late again, if you know what I mean."

Toothless didn't know, but he did see Hiccup's new expression and didn't want to press the subject. Instead he wanted to inquire about his new observation.

"Uh, Hiccup, are you wearing cologne?"

Hiccup's expression went from sad to mildly embarrassed in less than a second. His face was tinged with a light shade of red. But his silence was enough of an answer for Toothless.

"Wow, didn't know that this was such a big night for you that you decided to wear cologne."

"Well, maybe I wear it every day."

"No, you don't. You've never had it on at any of our other meetings. Normally all I can smell is your strawberry shampoo."

Hiccup was actually quite impressed with Toothless' sense of smell if he could deduce that. And if Toothless paid so much attention to the little details that he could figure out what shampoo Hiccup used, he could only wonder what else Toothless knew about him.

Hiccup didn't want to leave an awkward silence in the car (although it really wouldn't be silent with the sound the engine was making), so he gave a quick, "touché."

"So, Hiccup, you ever been to this place before?"

"No. My mother always cooked when she was alive, and my dad isn't a fan of taking me out for dinner."

"Oh, I see. Well then you're in for a treat. This place is amazing."

"I'll take your word for it."

"And Hiccup, I really am sorry about your mother."

Hiccup paused. He kind of hated when people did this. It made him all emotional to think about her. Fortunately he managed to squeak out a, "thanks," and he didn't have enough time to continue thinking about her because Toothless interrupted.

"We're here."

Toothless pulled up to the valet and they both got out. Toothless tossed his keys to the valet, and told him to take extra care of the car. Hiccup could only imagine how nervous he would be if it was him giving the car keys to a stranger.

They walked up to the doors and Toothless held it open for Hiccup, before walking in himself.

The hostess, a short redhead wearing heels that where at least six inches tall, welcomed them to the restaurant and asked them if they had a reservation.

"Yes," Toothless said, "it's under the name Hiccup Night."

The hostess looked down and nodded.

"Ah, yes, here we go, table for two. Right this way please."

It wasn't a long walk; they were sitting in one corner of the restaurant, right next to the window facing 7th Avenue. After they sat down and received their menus, Hiccup finally got the chance to ask the question he had been holding in for the last few moments.

"So, Hiccup Night?"

Toothless chuckled. "Yes, well, I didn't want to use my nickname because I didn't want to raise suspicion, so I used yours. I hope you don't mind."

"No, not at all." And Hiccup really didn't. "But why Night? Why change my last name?"

"It's like I said before. I am willing to bet that there is only one Haddock family in all of New York, and I didn't want to bring any unnecessary attention. And to be honest, Night is actually my real last name, but no one really knows that."

"Oh, ok," was all Hiccup could say. He did think that it was a really cool last name.

Toothless was about to say something before a tall, dark haired man walked up to the table.

"Ah, welcome back _Hiccup_," the man said, placing extra emphasis on the name. "How are you?"

"Ah, André, how are you?" Toothless asked, shaking his hand. "Actually, this here is Hiccup. I just used his name for the reservation." André nodded and Toothless turned his attention to Hiccup. "Hiccup, this is André, one of the chefs here. He makes the most amazing steak in the city. You like steak, right?"

Hiccup nodded, and that was all Toothless needed to see before he continued.

"Perfect! Then André, we'll take two of the prime bone in New York strips, cooked medium."

"Of course! I'll personally get started right away!"

André walked off and all Hiccup could do was stop his jaw from dropping. Had Toothless just ordered for him?

"Oh, and tell Vincent to put it all on my tab, would you?"

André nodded and kept walking. Hiccup, however, started making a list in his head.

_'He took me to a VERY nice restaurant, he ordered for me, and he paid for me. This is starting to have the makings of an actual date. Maybe that joke he cracked earlier wasn't a joke. No, don't think like that Hiccup, you'll just get your hopes up.'_ Hiccup was snapped out of his thoughts when Toothless started talking again.

"So, you know all about my past from earlier today, so tell me a little about yours."

Hiccup figured he was close enough to Toothless to be able to use some of his sarcasm without having to worry. Plus if he was going to talk about his past he needed a light mood so he wouldn't be so brought down by it.

"What, you mean you haven't already used your sources to find all that out?" Hiccup asked with a smirk. Sure enough Toothless cracked a smile.

"I have to leave some things a mystery, otherwise what would we talk about?"

Hiccup couldn't help but chuckle at this. But he did have a point in a weird kind of way.

"Touché. Well, there's not much to tell." Even having said that Hiccup managed to go on for almost twenty minutes. He talked about where he was born (Queens, New York), how he was bullied in elementary school and how it just got worse after his mom died (he was nine), how his father had changed after his mom had died, and how he was dealing with his father being absent and always "working late". As he spoke he noticed Toothless paying full attention, soaking in every detail with genuine interest. Hiccup did leave out the fact that he was gay, however. Better leave that until they got to know each other better and maybe Toothless would be less weirded out. He was finishing off about school when André returned with their food.

Hiccup took one bite of the steak and thought he had gone to heaven. Toothless wasn't kidding, this guy really did make the best steaks in the city.

The conversation quickly returned, but this time it got into basics, such as favourite colours (green for Hiccup and deep blue for Toothless) and favourite spots in Central Park (The Mall for Toothless, Hiccup just said The Pond). Eventually though, Hiccup's interest in organized crime took over and he couldn't stop himself before he asked, "so how are things going with work?" He figured work would be the best thing to call it without making it too obvious.

"Oh, well, I don't know. Not too well, really."

"Why, what's up?" Hiccup genuinely did want to know, but he was also glad the conversation had shifted off the topic of himself.

"Well RD has been a little more, how do I put this, violent, lately. More attacks sooner on people not repaying debts, more shootings, telling us to use more vicious methods to get protection money, stuff like that. The other leaders aren't happy either that he is making us put ourselves in so much more danger. He's not going to be happy until someone is dead. Actually, someone is dead. Remember that guy from the night we first met? Earlier today I had to go kill him."

Hiccup was shocked. The way Toothless said that with his expression unchanging, it didn't even seem like he showed any remorse. But then again, he remembered what Toothless had seen in his life and he had been doing this for a long time. He had to stop that train of thought or he was going to get emotional.

"So, why don't you and the other leaders try to take him out? Overthrow him or something?" Hiccup asked, concern in his voice.

"If I spoke out at all against RD, or if anyone did, those loyal to him would inform him and take the individual out. I am friends with the other leaders, but you never know where their true loyalties lie. One of them could pretend to be with me, then go tell RD and get the rest of us killed. I can't be responsible for that."

All Hiccup could muster to say was a quick, "oh, wow."

"That's why I had to call in favours to bring you to the warehouse. I don't want to hire someone to work with me because I know that I would be putting someone in direct danger. I kind of feel bad bringing you this far into it," Toothless said, eyes suddenly downcast.

"It's ok, I don't mind, really. I'm sure I'll be fine. Besides, I live with my dad and it's not like I'm doing any work for you so I think I'll be fine," Hiccup said with a smile. Somehow, that logic brought Toothless back to his previous mood. Hiccup simply tossed his concerns from earlier that day to the back of his mind.

* * *

><p>Dinner concluded well, with the remainder of the conversation just being small talk. It was when they were just getting up to leave that disaster struck.<p>

Hiccup glanced out the window of the restaurant as he got up and watched a black Lincoln Continental pull up outside. Normally he would have paid it no mind, however the front windows were rolled down and sitting in the driver seat was Gobber.

Hiccup's heart started to pound, and he felt clammy, weak, and dizzy. He must have really been flushed because Toothless suddenly became concerned when he saw him.

"Hiccup? You don't look very well. Are you ok?"

Hiccup almost had the strength to answer, but then the situation went from bad to worse. Gobber looked over into the restaurant and his eyes widened exponentially when he saw Hiccup. Toothless was hidden behind a bush until he came over to Hiccup to see if he was alright, and when Gobber caught a glimpse of him, his jaw dropped. He regained enough composure, however, to quickly mouth, "sorry," before rolling up his tinted window.

Hiccup's attention then turned to the back door of the car, which had just opened. By this time, Toothless too was looking at the car, hand on Hiccup's shoulder and wondering why he was staring at it the way he was.

Stoick started to get out, followed by two girls that Hiccup didn't even bother to look at long enough to get a description. He did see his dad flex for one of them though and watch them giggle, and that almost made Hiccup physically sick.

By now Toothless understood exactly what was going on, and he also realized that with the state Hiccup was in he probably wasn't going to move anytime soon.

"Hiccup, this way," was all Toothless said before he grabbed his wrist and started pulling him towards the kitchens.

Fortunately Hiccup was conscious enough to realize Toothless was taking him away, so he didn't end up tripping or falling. He kept his head down as Toothless weaved with him through tables, a door, the kitchens, and out the back way into the alley behind the building. The entire walk Hiccup's heart had felt like it was being compressed, and now that it was just the two of them he felt like he could let it all out.

Hiccup started bawling, and Toothless wrapped his arms around Hiccup and pulled him close. He whispered sweet nothings until Hiccup had calmed down a little.

"Almost every single night he does this. He goes out to clubs and picks up these women. And then he treats them better than me even though the next time he'll have someone new," Hiccup said between sobs.

Toothless couldn't help but feel bad for him. "It's ok Hiccup. Let it all out. Things will get better, I promise. They always do."

Hiccup looked up at Toothless and saw him trying to smile despite the situation. Maybe he was right. Things just might get better. And if Toothless was around he didn't doubt that they would.

It was then that reality hit him. He may have had a crush on Jason, but as Hiccup looked into Toothless' yellow eyes while being held in his arms, he realized: he really was falling in love with Toothless.

* * *

><p><strong>Yes, I use the word straight-zoned in real life too XD And I'm sorry I didn't respond to any of the reviews from last chapter, but I've just been so busy...I barely had time to write this!<strong>

**Next chapter: On or before October 31 (blame the homework D8)**

**Quickly! Write a review to distract Stoick so Hiccup and Toothless can get away unnoticed!**


	10. Chapter 10

**HAPPY HALLOWEEN! What are you dressed up as? Tonight I'm Nico Di Angelo. If you know who that is you're amazing. If not, perhaps it's time to check out Rick Riordan...**

* * *

><p>"Come on, I'll take you home," Toothless finally said after the momentary silence.<p>

After leaving enough time to be sure that Stoick was inside the restaurant, Toothless and Hiccup walked back around the front and got his car from the valet.

The ride back to Hiccup's condo was silent, but it wasn't an awkward silence. It was the kind of silence where everyone is lost in their own thoughts and everybody knows that. Hiccup was thinking of his recent revelation, while Toothless was thinking about how bad he felt for Hiccup's situation. It was only when Toothless pulled up to Hiccup's building that they were brought out of their thoughts.

"Thanks for tonight," Hiccup started, "it was actually a lot of fun until, well, yeah."

"Yeah. Sorry about that."

"Why are you apologizing? You did nothing wrong."

"I don't know, just seemed like the right thing to say," Toothless said with a smile. "So, will I get to see you again soon?"

Hiccup smiled that smile he had when he had a good comeback and stated, "Something tells me that even if I said no I wouldn't have much of a choice when that black Lincoln shows up. But yes, definitely."

"Goodnight Hiccup," Toothless chuckled.

"Goodnight," Hiccup responded before closing the door.

Toothless watched Hiccup walk through the main doors before he drove off.

* * *

><p>Toothless didn't need that long to get back to his condo in the Upper East Side. After parking his car in the underground he headed for the elevators to head up to his 19th floor condo.<p>

There were only two condos on the floor, one of which was Toothless'. Oddly enough he never saw his neighbours. He unlocked the door and shut it behind him, not even turning on the lights. He started to walk through the condo, knowing where everything was without the lights. He started heading to the far back corner to the living room, deciding to watch a little TV before going to bed. He passed the large kitchen, formal dining room, and full bath, as well as the stairs heading up to where the three bedrooms and two additional bathrooms were. In total the condo was about 2000 square feet, almost the size of a house. And that was why Toothless loved it; it had the space of a house with the location and amenities of a condo.

He entered the living room, but stopped just before turning on the lights. Taking in a deep breath, he said, "You know Stormfly, that key I gave you was just for emergencies."

It was then that he flicked the lights on and Stormfly stood up from a large armchair facing the opposite direction.

"There was no way you saw me. What gave me away?" she asked, slightly disappointed to be discovered so easily.

"Your perfume. It's quite unique."

She chuckled at this. "Well I should hope it is, I have it imported from South America. They don't sell it here."

"Why do I have a feeling you are here to discuss more than just perfume?"

"Right to the point hm? Fine. I know you went on a date with that Hiccup boy."

"Really? Spying on me?" Toothless asked, sitting on the couch. Stormfly returned to the armchair from which she had stood and straightened her dress. It was blue like the last time Toothless had seen her, but was of a different design, with a strap over one shoulder.

"Well when you go to a restaurant in my district and under my watch odds are I'll find out about it," she said with a smile.

"Remind me to thank Vincent later. But anyways, it wasn't really a date. More of a get to know each other session. Besides, I don't even know if he's into guys."

"Oh of course it was a date," Stormfly scoffed. "You clearly like him, he clearly has feelings for you even if he doesn't realize it, and you took him to a really nice restaurant. That's a textbook date if you ask me."

Toothless listened, but had zoned out part way through the sentence.

"How would you know if he has feelings for me?"

Stormfly held back her smile. She had been bluffing Toothless. She didn't know for sure if he had feelings for Hiccup, but the fact that he had zoomed in on that part of the sentence confirmed it enough for her.

"Call it a woman's intuition. But regardless, I think it went quite well. Except for maybe the ending. But I think that actually helped you in a way."

Toothless was confused by this statement, and Stormfly clearly wasn't going to help. She had already called out a farewell and was halfway out the door.

Toothless decided to skip out on the television and go straight to bed. Between his time with Hiccup and Stormfly's riddles, he decided he'd had enough drama for the day.

* * *

><p>Two days had passed. Hiccup had been expecting to see Toothless sooner than this, or at least get a phone call.<p>

_'Great. I hope I didn't blow my chances with him,' _Hiccup thought to himself before he suddenly stopped in the middle of getting dressed. He wasn't sure if he had meant that in a friendship way, or as in something more. He shook the thoughts from his head. He didn't even know if Toothless was into guys. Probably not.

When he finished getting dressed, he walked over to his desk to grab the papers he needed. While shifting papers around, the cell phone Toothless had given him a few days back became uncovered. Hiccup considered calling Toothless, but he didn't want to interrupt him if he was in the middle of something. And considering he hadn't made contact in two full days that was very possible. He put the phone in his pocket anyway.

Skipping breakfast today, Hiccup went downstairs and found Gobber waiting for him. Surprisingly, Gobber had been driving Hiccup both ways to and from university for the last two days. Also surprisingly, he hadn't made any mention of the restaurant.

"Morning Hiccup," Gobber said as Hiccup closed the door. "So, it's been two days. You going to tell me what was going on at that restaurant?"

Nevermind.

"I assure you I have no idea what you're talking about," Hiccup said, hoping Gobber would drop the subject. No such luck.

"Don't give me that. I saw you in that restaurant with Toothless. You want to explain?"

Hiccup knew that Gobber wouldn't go to his father even if he continued to refuse, but he figured he kind of owed the man something. He was just concerned for him.

"Ok, yes, we had dinner together. We are friends. I finally have a friend, and it is the man that my father wants to put behind bars. Happy?"

Hiccup immediately felt a twinge of regret within himself. Gobber had never been anything but nice to him, and he had just kind of snapped at him.

"I'm not going to criticize your decisions Hiccup, even if I don't agree with them. Just promise me you'll stay out of trouble?"

"Yes, Gobber."

After that, the car ride was silent.

* * *

><p>Hiccup sat through his History of Northern Europe class but wasn't really paying attention, and not even Jason in Design Studio could take his mind off of Toothless. In fact, the last few days Jason had been becoming less and less distracting to Hiccup. Hiccup figured it was a by-product of his discovery a few days back.<p>

During his break, Hiccup held Toothless' phone in his hand the whole time, practically willing it to ring. Hiccup continued his day as usual, trying not to let the phone distract him too much.

While Hiccup was sitting in his History of Organized Crime class, it happened. His professor was talking about the Fire Breathers gang, and more specifically about a suspicious shooting that had happened exactly a week ago where the man had been shot in an alley in the knee caps over on East 32nd Street. Hiccup was already trying hard to keep his expression neutral (he remembered that shooting VERY well), and he almost faltered when Toothless' phone rang and his caller ID showed up. Having forgotten to put the phone on silent, Hiccup quickly pushed the reject button and hoped Toothless wouldn't be mad; he'd call him back after class.

* * *

><p>Class ended early and Hiccup exited the building, phone in hand and ready to call Toothless back. However, he didn't even have the time to push send before he heard a familiar voice call his name. When he looked over, Toothless was standing there waiting for him.<p>

No one seemed to take notice of Toothless which was fine with Hiccup as they started to walk north.

"So, what are you doing here?" Hiccup asked.

"You didn't answer the phone, so I was concerned. Thought I'd stop by to make sure you were alright."

"How did you know where I was?"

Toothless smiled. "You've already forgotten that I have connections at the university and know your schedule?"

Hiccup let a bigger smile grow across his face. Toothless had walked right into his verbal trap.

"Then you should have known I was in class and wouldn't answer my phone."

This time it was Toothless' turn to say, "Touché." After a momentary silence, he continued.

"So I wanted to apologize for the sudden cut off of communication. It's just that word of the shooting where we met has gotten out, and the police are trying to pin me to it. In fact I had a lovely sit down with your father on Tuesday. So I've been laying low for the last few days."

"Did they have any evidence?"

"No, I always make sure that I leave no evidence. It's kind of my specialty."

"Well that's good then. And actually, my prof was just talking about that shooting. I had a hard time keeping a straight face."

"I could imagine."

"But can I ask you something Toothless?"

"Anything."

Hiccup wondered if that was a legitimate offer or if he was just using it as an expression. In his eyes he seemed genuine but Hiccup guessed if he was serious about his promise to keep him out of danger that he wouldn't answer anything.

"Why don't you have anyone working with you? I mean Barf and Belch have Tuffnut and Ruffnut, why don't you have anyone like that?"

"It kind of goes off what I said at dinner. I couldn't bring anyone directly into this. I couldn't be responsible for ruining a life like that. And plus if anything ever happened to them, I don't know what I'd do."

Hiccup was stunned to near silence. Toothless was right, he had essentially said this at dinner a few nights back and he been around Toothless a few times, but it was just hitting Hiccup now how caring and selfless Toothless really was.

Small conversations continued as they continued walking and talking. Hiccup was amazed how easily he could talk with Toothless about almost anything. It wasn't long before Hiccup had lost track of where they were and he noticed they were all the way in the Upper East Side. It was Toothless that remarked on their distance first however.

"Wow, we made it really far. Have you eaten yet?"

"No, I haven't. But it's ok, I'm not really hungry," Hiccup responded.

"Are you sure? This is actually my building, you could come in if you want and we could have a bite."

Hiccup's jaw nearly dropped. Of course Toothless lived in the fanciest building in one of the nicest parts of the city right next to Central Park.

"Thanks, but I have to get home." Right as he said this, Hiccup's face drained of colour. He had forgotten that Gobber was expecting to pick him up at the university. Toothless took notice of his panicked look and became immediately concerned.

"Hiccup, what's wrong?"

"My dad's driver is expecting to pick me up at the university. If I'm not there I don't know what'll happen."

"I'll drive you back. Come on," Toothless said while leading Hiccup into the building and down to the underground parking lot.

They got into Toothless' Land Rover and Toothless started back towards the university. The ride was silent for Toothless, but Hiccup's heart was pounding in his ears and his mind was racing with possibilities of what would happen if he didn't show up. Would Gobber get fired for losing Hiccup? Would Gobber tell his father about Toothless thinking that something had happened to him? He didn't want to think about it.

Fortunately the lights were with them, the traffic was light, and the class had ended early. When they arrived back at the university, it was just fifteen minutes after the class would have ended. Hiccup thanked Toothless and jumped out, knowing Gobber would be waiting around the corner.

Sure enough, as soon as Hiccup rounded the corner the Lincoln came into view. He jumped in, buckled up, and Gobber drove off.

"I wasn't sure you were coming!" Gobber said.

"Yeah, sorry, the prof kept us late and," Hiccup started, but the look Gobber was giving him in the mirror made him stop. "What?"

"I saw you walk off with Toothless." Hiccup looked down and he continued. "I'll say again I'm not going judge but please stay out of trouble. And I'm not going to go to your father. What you do in your life is your business. You're an adult now. And next time if you're going to wander off, just message me and I'll deal with Stoick. You don't have to come all the way back. Got it?"

"Yes, Gobber. And Gobber?"

"Yes?"

"Thank you."

* * *

><p><strong>Next chapter: On or before November 3. I'll be nice after these large gaps.<strong>

**I legitimately want to know what people dressed up as today. Let me know!**


	11. Chapter 11

**I know I'm late I'm sorry please don't kill me D8**

* * *

><p>Hiccup loved having Fridays off. He could "sleep in" (until 8:30, what a rebel), and then he had the entire day to do what he wanted. For this Friday, however, the fates had decided to make plans for Hiccup. Or at least Toothless did.<p>

It was 10:00 when Hiccup was swallowing his last bite of breakfast and the phone Toothless gave him rang. He swallowed the last of the food in his mouth and hastily answered.

"Hey Hiccup. I was wondering if you wanted to go out tonight. There is this really cool night club here in Manhattan that I love and I think it would be fun."

Hiccup nearly stopped breathing after the "go out tonight." Of course his mind went straight to making it sound like a date. He had to remind himself that friends say that too, and if he wasn't going to wreck this friendship then he better not keep messing up like that.

"Uh, Hiccup? You still there?"

That snapped Hiccup out of his daze. He hadn't realized just how long he had been silent.

"Uh, yeah, sure," Hiccup said without really thinking. Then it hit him. "But Toothless, I'm only twenty. I'm not old enough to get into a club, remember?"

"Don't worry, I remember. I also have a plan. Are you doing anything right now?"

"No, I don't have any plans for right now. Why?"

"Good. Go outside, I think you'll see a familiar car waiting for you."

"Well, at least this time I know I'm going to be ambushed outside my building," Hiccup said with a twinge of sarcasm.

"Yeah yeah," Toothless chuckled, "just come on."

Toothless hung up and Hiccup just grabbed his jacket and keys before heading downstairs, practically sprinting to the elevators. He was actually quite excited for today now. On the way down he was having a little bet with himself as to who would be driving the car. He figured it would be Astrid. Since he would be coming willingly the two twins wouldn't be needed.

Sure enough, right outside the building door was a black Lincoln Continental. He opened the door and got in, only to find his guess was wrong. It was actually Toothless driving this time. It took him a couple blocks to get over his surprise, and Toothless said nothing until Hiccup did.

"Well, I never thought I'd see you driving something as lowly as a Lincoln," Hiccup cracked from the back seat.

"Why not? I needed a car you'd recognize for sure and I currently don't have any favours to call in."

"Trust me, I think I would have recognized any car from your garage."

Toothless was about to respond when his phone started to ring. He hesitated a moment but did eventually glance down to see the caller ID.

Expression becoming deadly serious, he turned to Hiccup and said, "I'm sorry Hiccup, I really have to take this. You don't mind do you?"

Hiccup couldn't refuse. Toothless was using his deadly serious expression, that one you just know not to say no to. Not that he would have anyways. If Toothless didn't answer his phone and it was someone important they may realize he is being preoccupied by someone.

"No, of course not. Go ahead."

"Thanks. And do me a favour? Try to be as silent as possible."

Hiccup just nodded. OK, this was officially kind of scary. He even noticed that he had subconsciously started to slow down his breathing a little bit.

When Toothless did pick up, it was the weirdest phone conversation that Hiccup had ever heard. He couldn't hear the person on the other end, and the whole time Toothless didn't say a single word. Just affirmative grunts every now and again. After a few minutes Hiccup gave up trying to eavesdrop whatsoever. He almost sighed in frustration but he remembered what Toothless had said about being quiet at the last minute. He ended up twiddling his thumbs and staring out the window at the blurred view of New York, but then it hit him. What if Toothless was suddenly called somewhere and because he was in the car he would have to go with him? A nervous sweat broke out across his forehead and his legs started shaking. He promised he wouldn't drag Hiccup into anything, didn't he? Well, all Hiccup could do now was wait and see.

* * *

><p>Toothless was on the phone the entire way to the warehouse. Hiccup actually felt a sense of relief when he saw it, realizing they were most definitely headed to a familiar destination. The nervous sweat stopped when they turned onto the property, and his legs stopped shaking once they were parked in the massive garage. Toothless had hung up just before they had parked, but Hiccup did not want to be the person to say the first word. What if that phone call had put Toothless in a bad mood? Fortunately he didn't have to wait long for his answer.<p>

"Sorry about that," Toothless started, the smile returning to his face. "Important call. But that should be it for the day. So no more distractions before tonight."

Hiccup wondered what he meant by "before tonight", but he just shrugged it off. But that reminded him.

"Yeah, about tonight. I'm still too young for a club. What exactly is your oh so masterful plan?" Hiccup asked wryly.

"Have a little faith in me," Toothless said, smiling at Hiccup's tone. "Come on. This way."

As they were walking, they passed the mechanic working on the underside of the Bugatti, and something Toothless had said came back into his mind.

"Hey Toothless, if you don't want anyone working with you, why do you have a mechanic hired? And how do you keep this place so clean?" Hiccup asked, wondering about the contradiction.

"Oh, well, technically the mechanic doesn't work for me. He works for a garage that will send mechanics out to people's homes to repair and maintain cars. He's only here once a week or so, and mostly he's quick. Just like the cleaning company I hire."

"But the very first time I came here, with Ruffnut and Tuffnut, he came out of the garage to make sure I was the right person, and actually Ruffnut slapped him," Hiccup responded, confused.

"Really? She slapped him? So THAT'S why he was so mad after that," Toothless said, sounding like this was some great discovery. "But yes, he was working when you were supposed to get here so I just asked him to make sure not to let anyone in unless I approved them. I say it's for the security of the cars."

"So you're the only person who is always here? Seriously? Doesn't it get lonely?"

Toothless let out a sigh before responding, and Hiccup took this momentary lapse to realize they had already climbed the stairs and were in the hallway that led to Toothless' office, among other places he had never seen.

"Sometimes. But that's why I try not to spend much time here. This is mostly just a neutral place to meet people and a storage facility for some of my machinery. Like this," Toothless stated before coming to an abrupt stop in front of one of the doors. While Hiccup couldn't tell which one it was, and he wasn't sure how Toothless could either, he knew it wasn't Toothless' office because it was on the wrong side of the hallway. It actually kind of excited him, getting to see behind another one of the mysterious doors.

Toothless opened the door and walked in, Hiccup right behind him. It was smaller than Toothless' office, most likely about 150 square feet, and all of the walls were perfect white. No other colours, no markings, not even a picture hanging off the wall. Situated in the middle of the room was a fairly large, dark grey machine. Hiccup had no idea what it did as he had never seen anything like it before. There was also a camera and a tripod sitting in one corner.

"Alright, go stand over by the wall near the camera," Toothless said while walking up to the machine and pushing a few buttons. After a few seconds, Hiccup walked where he was told to and waited.

Toothless came over and picked up the camera.

"Alright, say cheese."

He snapped the picture before Hiccup could even react, but Toothless was already smiling at it on the digital screen, so he assumed it was fine. He kept quiet as Toothless plugged the camera into the machine and started typing on the other side. Walking around Hiccup discovered there was a computer attached on the side that he hadn't seen. He couldn't quite see the screen from his angle, but he didn't think anything of it. He glanced around the room, looking for something to do while he waited for Toothless, but there really was nothing. The walls were all the same shade of white, there was also nothing on the back wall that Hiccup hadn't seen before, there were no windows, and the only furniture was what Hiccup had already seen. He ended up just leaning in a little closer to the machine to try and figure out just what exactly it did.

He kind of wanted to touch it, but it suddenly started to whirr and it took some effort to hold back his very manly scream. Toothless stood up from the computer and walked up to the side of the machine that had a little door on it.

"Hey Hiccup, come here and watch this."

Hiccup obeyed, standing right next to Toothless (the arm brush may or may not have been intentional). They stood there in silence for about thirty seconds. Hiccup was about to ask what they were looking at, but the machine ding beat him to it.

Toothless opened the door and pulled out a small rectangle of plastic. Hiccup gave him a confused look before he got a closer look at it. It was an exact replica of a New York state drivers licence. His eyes scanned the newly formed counterfeit identification and noticed only two differences from his real one: his address had moved to the upper east side, and his birthday was now two years before his actual one.

"Looks good doesn't it?" Toothless asked. "Just don't forget to sign it." Toothless clearly wasn't even trying to hide the smile on his face.

Hiccup still had a few questions buzzing through his mind.

"So, you have a machine in its own room just to make fake IDs?"

"It can make a few other things too." Toothless semi-defended.

"Ok, whatever. But what's with the new address?"

"Oh, I figured that it would be best to associate you as little as possible with your father just in case."

"I guess that's clever. But where is this place?"

"It's my condo."

Hiccup was about to respond but he was interrupted by the machine dinging again. He hadn't even noticed that it was still running. Toothless opened the door again and immediately pocketed the other piece of plastic.

"Uh, Toothless?" Hiccup asked.

"It's just an extra copy, just in case," Toothless said with a smile. Hiccup dropped it there, he had no reason not to believe him.

Hiccup inspected the drivers licence once more before Toothless announced that he wanted to head back to Manhattan. There was nothing left that he needed to do in the warehouse and he didn't really like being there more than necessary.

They walked back to the garage together, but Hiccup stopped once he got inside. He was ready to head to the Lincoln, but Toothless hung a right and started walking the other direction.

Hiccup jogged to catch up with him and they stopped next to a passcode sealed box. It was a big grey square, approximately 60 centimetres wide and tall and about 7 centimetres deep.

"Uh, Toothless, what is this?" Hiccup asked, a little confused as to what was going on.

Toothless didn't answer, but instead entered the passcode. Hiccup courteously averted his eyes even though Toothless had made no attempt to hide the buttons he was pressing.

When he heard the ding Hiccup figured it was safe to look again, and sure enough the door was open. Inside had to be about 2 dozen sets of keys.

Hiccup was interrupted from his observing when Toothless finally said something.

"Pick one."

"Sorry?"

"Pick a key Hiccup," Toothless said with a smile.

Hiccup walked up to the box. They all looked pretty much exactly the same. Hiccup figured these were all the keys for all the cars in the garage, but they didn't even have the car manufacturer's logo on any of them. Maybe Toothless had generic copies made for security.

Hiccup picked a key and shut the box's door afterwards. Toothless, still smiling for some reason, grabbed Hiccup's wrist and said, "Come on."

They walked to the centre of the garage, where there was a painted dot on the ground Hiccup had never noticed before. When they got there, Toothless told Hiccup to hit the lock button on the fob, and Hiccup obliged. When he did they both instantly turned to see where the beep was coming from.

Hiccup didn't notice which car it was, but clearly Toothless did. Once again Toothless grabbed Hiccup's wrist (not that he was complaining or anything) and dragged him over to the Bugatti. Sure enough, when Hiccup pushed the unlock button this time, the car's lights turned on and there was a small clicking sound of doors unlocking. Looking around, Hiccup saw the mechanic was gone.

"Alright, nice choice Hiccup. Let's go!" Toothless said before heading over to the passenger side of the car. This confused Hiccup.

"Oh, is it a right side drive?" Hiccup asked, not sure of why else Toothless would go to that side. He definitely wasn't prepared for what Toothless said next.

"What? Oh, no. You're driving."

Hiccup actually fell over. He didn't know how or why, but he did. Toothless instantly ran over and knelt beside him, asking if he was ok, but Hiccup just waved him off.

"I'm fine. But why am I driving?"

"Because why not?" Toothless stated with that same amazing smile. Yup, looked even more amazing up close Hiccup thought to himself.

"Well, can't argue with that logic," Hiccup responded as he got up and walked to the driver's seat. When they both got into the car, Hiccup buckled up and put the key in the ignition.

The sound of the Bugatti's engine coming to life was nothing like Hiccup had ever heard before. It sounded so powerful it almost scared him. It almost scared him as much as the thought of what would happen if he accidentally crashed the car while driving it. Finally, however, with Toothless' silent encouragement of smiles and nods, Hiccup gathered the courage, put the car in gear, and slowly started forward.

* * *

><p><strong>And how nervous would you be driving a multi million dollar car owned by someone else? XD<strong>

**Next chapter: On or before November 11**

**Your reviews are calming to Hiccup's nerves. Help calm him so he's less likely to have a panic attack and damage the car. Don't make Hiccup beg...**


	12. Chapter 12

**To my fellow Canadians: I hope you remembered your poppy today.**

**To everyone else confused by that: In Canada today is Remembrance Day. It is the day we remember those we lost in past wars and thank our veterans and those who continue to keep the peace today. It is today because World War 1 ended on the 11th hour of the 11th day of the 11th month, and we wear a poppy because of the poem "In Flanders Fields" by John McCrae (a Canadian). The poem is very beautiful and if you've never heard of it before you should Google it.**

* * *

><p>Hiccup had finally started to gain a little confidence in himself. He was just getting used to the handling of one of the most expensive and most powerful cars in the world, and then he saw the highway. Multiple scenarios of fiery crashes ran through Hiccup's head simultaneously. His nervous must have started to show because Toothless said something at this point.<p>

"Hey, it's fine. You'll be fine. Besides, the car is fully insured." That last part he said with a smile. Hiccup was amazed just how much Toothless clearly trusted him. A little bit of his confidence returned, but if Toothless would have looked close enough he would have seen Hiccup's legs were still slightly shaking due to his nerves.

Fortunately for Hiccup's stress levels, the highway was jammed almost right away and all the way into the city so he got to drive slowly.

When they were finally going through the tunnel into Manhattan, Hiccup said, "I think it'd be best if we just took this straight to your condo. People might notice me getting out of a car like this and start asking questions."

"Alright, if you're sure. Do you remember the way?"

"No, not entirely."

Toothless gave Hiccup the directions and soon enough they were at Toothless' place. Hiccup very carefully parked in the underground and they took the elevator to the lobby, where Hiccup returned the car keys.

"So, when do you want to meet?" Hiccup started.

"Well," Toothless thought, "it's 4 o'clock now, so how about I pick you up at 9?"

"Sounds great. I'll see you then," Hiccup said before walking out the door.

'_OK, so I have 5 hours to get home and get ready,' _Hiccup thought as he started the walk to the southbound subway station. '_I wonder if I'll run into dad at the apartment.'_

* * *

><p>Hiccup did not run into his father at the apartment. He ran into him in the subway. Now that was awkward. Fortunately they did not have to speak to each other as they were on opposite platforms, but there was an awkward staring contest. Hiccup was left wondering what on earth his father was doing in the subway. Where was Gobber? And there was no way he was confusing him with someone else because no one else in New York City looked like that; Hiccup would bet a lot on that.<p>

When Hiccup returned to the obviously empty apartment, the first thing he did was go to the shower. He needed to get all of this nervous stress sweat off of himself. He enjoyed a long, warm shower, and today the water was the perfect temperature. After finishing washing himself he just stayed and let the warm water cascade over his body. Hiccup did this sometimes; he just stood in the shower and pondered life. His thoughts wandered to school, his mom, and eventually to Toothless. It was after a moment or two on that last subject that Hiccup decided it was best to get out of the shower.

Hiccup spent a ridiculous amount of time trying to figure out what to wear to the club. He had never gone to a club before so he had no idea what people wore. He even got desperate enough to google it at one point, but all the different results he got did nothing but confuse him further. Toothless didn't say which club it was or how nice it was, so Hiccup really had to be ready for any situation.

After walking around and thinking in his boxer-briefs for another few minutes, staring at his closet and all the clothes dangling therein, he finally decided. He grabbed a pair of extremely dark wash blue jeans, a light blue button up shirt, and a plain white t-shirt to wear under the blue shirt. He couldn't decide whether or not to button it up, but in the end he decided it did indeed look better buttoned. He completed the outfit with a pair of plain black dress shoes. Fortunately it wasn't supposed to be too terribly cold that night so he didn't think he'd need a jacket.

A quick glance at the clock on his desk showed the time was only 6:30, and Hiccup's stomach rumbled as if to confirm it was dinner time. Hiccup walked to the kitchen, but didn't want to eat much. Mostly because he was worried that if he had to prepare something he would splatter on his outfit and need to pick out another one. In the end his simple solution ended up being a little yogurt and a few crackers. Not much but it stopped his stomach from rumbling.

Hiccup decided to use the two hours he had left to do his homework. Basically just some math for his physics class. Generally it was peoples' worst mark in the architecture program, but Hiccup actually quite excelled at it. Although he may have made a few mistakes this time because as it got closer to nine he slowly got more and more excited. When he finished he glanced at his phone to see the time, but just as he read 8:59, Toothless' phone (which had been sitting on the table) started to ring.

Hiccup jumped up, dropped his normal phone, picked up Toothless' phone, his wallet, keys, and the fake ID and bolted towards the door. He didn't even lock the door in his excitement. It had barely even been five hours but he was really excited to see Toothless again.

After the phones fourth ring, Hiccup decided it would be best to at least acknowledge Toothless, so he picked up, gave a quick, "on my way," and hung up again. Hiccup was pretty sure that this was the slowest elevator ride of his life.

When he finally did reach the bottom floor (ten stops later), Hiccup made sure he was the first person out of the elevator and sped to the front doors. In his haste, however, he did manage to keep an eye out to make sure his father was nowhere to be seen.

As Hiccup suspected, Toothless was there in the Bugatti. He walked over and jumped in, trying to hide the fact that he was perhaps a little too overzealous from Toothless.

"Wow, excited much?"

Well, that failed.

"Just a little. Don't judge, it's my first time going to a club. I'm excited to see what it's like," Hiccup defended.

"I'm not judging! I remember my first time too. It was a little awkward at first but in the end it was a lot of fun," Toothless said with a completely straight face. Hiccup, as soon as Toothless had said that, was trying to determine if the double entendre in the sentence was intentional or an accident.

There was an abnormally large number of pedestrians on the street that night, so Hiccup didn't say much as to not distract Toothless while he was driving. It didn't take long though before they pulled up to a building on East 54th Street and Toothless stopped the car. When they got out, Hiccup was shocked to see Astrid standing there waiting for them. Toothless, however, was not.

"Astrid, nice timing. Just back to the warehouse please," he said as he tossed her the keys. Astrid didn't say a word, she just nodded and got to work.

As Hiccup was distracted, he didn't notice Toothless come up beside him until he had his arm around his shoulders. Hiccup supressed the surprised noise that was forming in his throat but he could definitely feel the start of a blush with Toothless being this close.

"Welcome to Lexicon Night Club Hiccup. Come on, let's go." Toothless said as he started pulling Hiccup forward with him.

"Uh, Toothless, there's a line, don't we have to wait?" Hiccup asked, confused.

"Not when you're on the list," Toothless smiled. With his arm still around Hiccup's shoulder they bypassed the line and walked right up to the bouncer. Hiccup could already feel the vibrations from the music inside the club.

The only thing the man did when they walked up was point to Hiccup and mumble, "ID."

If Hiccup had any type of cool before this point, this is where he came closest to losing whatever he had. Suddenly he was extremely nervous. What if the guy knew it was a fake? Would he call the cops? Would his dad find out? Not wanting to seem suspicious by delaying, Hiccup pulled the ID out of his pocket and handed it to the bouncer, barely managing to keep his arms from shaking. Toothless must have noticed something was wrong because he squeezed Hiccup's shoulder and gave him a look of concern.

As it turns out, Hiccup's concern was all for naught. The man just barely glimpsed at the piece of plastic before handing it back and opening the rope barrier without a single word. That started to ease Hiccup's nerves, but they shot right back up again inside the club. Toothless had gotten them a private booth, and right after they sat down, more scenarios started running through his head. What if he ordered a drink and the bartender or whoever asked for ID again but realized it was a fake? What if someone was watching the security cameras and noticed he was underage? To anyone these concerns would seem at least partially irrational, but to Hiccup they were entirely real.

After a few minutes Toothless got them a couple of drinks and they started chatting about nothing in particular. The music was really loud though so they had to lean in really close to each other to be able to hear, not that Hiccup minded. Hiccup took his first sip in the middle of one of Toothless' sentences and was actually surprised. This was his first time having alcohol, and he had heard that sometimes the first time you have it it tastes disgusting, but this actually tasted really good.

After the second drink Toothless asked Hiccup if he wanted to go on the dance floor and dance a little, but Hiccup declined saying he wasn't a very good dancer. Toothless scoffed at the excuse but dropped it at the time.

After the third drink Hiccup felt like he was relaxing a bit and he was really enjoying the conversation with Toothless. He stopped constantly glancing over to the door and the security cameras. He probably knew where every camera in the room was at that point. It was at this point that Toothless also reminded him to watch how much he drank. The first time a lot of people don't realize until it's too late. Hiccup promised he would and Toothless dropped the subject, hoping Hiccup would know his own limit.

After the fourth drink (and the first shot) of the evening Toothless had finally gotten Hiccup to just get up and go out on the dance floor. Hiccup was stiff at first, but with a little encouragement from Toothless he got going a little. Although even after he got going Toothless stayed abnormally close to Hiccup. If he didn't think Toothless was straight he would have thought he was almost flirting with him with how close he was. But that was a ridiculous thought. Right?

After the fifth drink (also a shot) of the night which was drunk on the dance floor, a girl came up to Hiccup and started dancing with him. She was shorter than average but wore excessively tall heels to make up for it, was in a little black dress, and had wavy brown hair that stopped around her shoulders. He sort of turned away but at the same time he didn't want to be rude by just ignoring the girl. He also noticed Toothless had moved away from them so he chatted with the girl momentarily but then told her that he had to go back to talk to his friend. Fortunately she got the message and left him alone, and Hiccup was relieved that she didn't look upset. Instead of going over to Toothless though he went back to their booth, and Toothless followed him.

After the sixth drink (again a shot) they were back to chatting.

"I saw you dancing with that girl," Toothless said, giving Hiccup a smile.

"Yeah," was all he got in return.

"Why didn't you talk to her? I think she thought you were good looking," Toothless asked with a wink at the end.

"Well," Hiccup started, not sure of what to say, "she wasn't really my type."

"Oh. Well what is your type?"

Before he had the chance to answer, they were brought two more drinks from the bar. Hiccup took a sip, and he didn't know what it was about that one drink that set him off, but suddenly he didn't care anymore.

"Guys."

Toothless needed a moment to register that, but even after that he didn't respond right away. The first thing that went through his mind was, '_Wow, so Stormfly was right_ _about that._'

Realizing he had stayed silent and not wanting Hiccup to think that he was disgusted or anything, he decided he needed to say something. He would have told Hiccup that he was gay too but he thought that may have seemed a little awkward. In the end he just said, "Alright, cool," before changing the topic once again.

They continued to chat about less sensitive topics through drink eight, and they only stopped talking half way through drink nine when Hiccup made the conversation take a sharp turn.

"What time is it?" Hiccup asked seemingly out of nowhere.

Toothless looked at his watch before responding, "just past one, why?"

"Oh, it just doesn't seem like it's actually been three and a half hours since we got here. Where are the bathrooms?"

Toothless couldn't help but notice the slur in that last sentence. Toothless pointed towards the restrooms, and when Hiccup stood up he had to cling to the table for dear life. Now Toothless was really concerned.

"Hiccup, are you ok?" Toothless asked with genuine concern. He'd had a feeling that he should have cut Hiccup off earlier, and now he realized he should have. There was no way that stick of a boy could keep up with the number of drinks Toothless was having, but he had been matching him all night.

"Yeah, I'm fine," Hiccup said, but Toothless barely understood through the slur. Even Hiccup knew something was wrong at this point, he just didn't want to admit it. He should have listened to Toothless and watched how much he drank.

Hiccup started to walk towards the bathrooms, and that was when Toothless knew for sure something was wrong. He had never seen anyone stagger that badly before. How on earth had Hiccup managed to hide it so well up until this one point?

As Hiccup continued his trek to the bathrooms, he didn't notice Toothless get up from the table and start to slowly follow him. Hiccup also didn't notice anything special in the last moment before he stumbled, vomited, and blacked out.

* * *

><p><strong>Don't drink too much kids! Seriously, you won't know it's too late until it's too late. You'll feel fine one second, but there'll be one sip that'll send you over the edge. And sometimes that feeling comes all at once, just like it did for poor Hiccup here. You do it once and you will NEVER do it again.<strong>

**Next chapter: On or before November 18**

**The best way to help a hangover is water. And lots of it. For every review, Toothless gets Hiccup to drink a glass. Help Hiccup out, won't you?**


	13. Chapter 13

**Hey! Just to let everyone know, I will be writing a few one shots that go along with this story depicting different POVs in certain scenes, or even new scenes altogether that didn't get into the main story. They will all be uploaded to the story on my profile called "When Worlds Collide: The Untold Stories". I hope some of you will check it out :)**

**OK, time for Hiccup to regain consciousness...**

* * *

><p>When Hiccup woke up he didn't open his eyes. As odd as it sounded he could already tell he wasn't in his own room because it didn't smell the same. This room had some type of scented candle or one of those things you plug into the wall, and Hiccup never used those. He only ever used either pine needles from trees in Central Park or cinnamon sticks if he wanted his room to smell nice. He slowly started to notice his extremely dry mouth, slight nausea, and the mild pounding in the back of his head. As much as he didn't want to, he finally opened his eyes. It took him a few tries with the light seeming to be blindingly bright.<p>

Well, he was right about it not being his room. This room was much larger, painted a soft yellow, and had a flat screen TV hanging over the dark wood chest of drawers in front of him. Off to the right he saw an open door which led to a bathroom and a closed door on the other side of the bathroom which most likely led to another bedroom. Off to his left was a table with an alarm clock that read 10am. When he looked at the bed he noticed the sheets were a vibrant ruby colour, and that they covered a queen sized bed.

After he was done observing, he tried to push himself up onto his elbows. Big mistake. The pounding in his head multiplied to the point where it was unbearable. With a pained groan he fell back down, which relieved the pounding just a little. Moving his legs under the sheets, he noticed that he felt a little more….exposed….than he should have. Lifting up the sheets he discovered he was in nothing but his underwear.

Hiccup started to freak out._ 'I went home with someone? Did I lose my virginity last night? Why didn't I stop drinking earlier? No no no.'_

Hiccup's freak out was interrupted when there was a knock on the door. He knew he couldn't just ignore it; they'd think he was asleep and may just come in anyways. And even if they didn't, Hiccup's clothes were nowhere in sight and he couldn't very well escape in his underwear.

Covering himself as best he could with the bed sheets, he called out a quick, "Come in."

Toothless' voice preceded him coming in as he heard a, "Good, you're awake," and as soon as Hiccup heard that he breathed a sigh of semi-relief. At least he was still with Toothless. That clearly meant nothing happened last night. It was a different story when Toothless entered though.

Toothless entered and as soon as Hiccup got a look at him he was sure his face matched the sheets. Toothless was wearing a pair of light grey pajama pants, and nothing else. His broad, tanned, and muscular torso was exposed for the world to see. Or in this case, Hiccup. The only thing Hiccup could think of for a few seconds was how Toothless looked like he just jumped out of a male swimsuit magazine. Seriously, he barely had any body hair either. And his arms were nothing to ignore. They looked even more muscular when they weren't covered by a suit.

Realizing that he was staring, he quickly turned away and faked a cough while willing the heat in his face to dissipate. He sincerely hoped Toothless hadn't noticed. Things were already awkward enough with them both being nearly naked in front of each other.

"Well, like what you see?" Hiccup didn't have to be looking at Toothless to hear the massive smirk he had on his face right now. This wasn't helping his whole "something happened last night" freak out. And now that he thought about it, he had told Toothless last night that he was gay. Well, at least if Toothless let him stay there he clearly wasn't disgusted, so he must not have done anything too bad. Hiccup must have been motionless and silent longer than he thought because suddenly Toothless felt the need to defend himself. He walked over to the bed and sat on the side Hiccup wasn't facing.

"Hey, don't worry. I'm the last person that's going to judge you." As Toothless said this he put his hand on Hiccup's shoulder. He gave it a little squeeze at the end.

While Hiccup silently loved the contact, he couldn't help but ask the obvious question: "why?"

"Well, because I'm gay too Hiccup," Toothless said with a soft smile. It was now that Hiccup rolled over to face Toothless again.

Hiccup was actually amazed. How easy and natural that sounded coming out of Toothless' mouth, along with the fact that Hiccup never would have guessed, just amazed him. He had hoped but he hadn't thought so. Figuring he had been silent long enough he decided he really had to say something. Too bad he didn't think what he was going to say through at all.

"Really? You? I never would have thought."

"Why not?" Toothless asked.

"Well," Hiccup started, now scrambling to find anything to say, "You don't, uh, exactly, portray any stereotypical mannerisms." _'Way to go Hiccup, real smooth.'_

Fortunately, Toothless laughed. "Well neither do you," he pointed out.

Hiccup didn't respond. He wanted this conversation to end right now. Either by fluke or Toothless silently understanding, the topic of the conversation changed.

"Alright, so, I just came in to tell you that yes, you are at my place, so no need to freak out. The bathroom is fully stocked with everything from body wash to hair gel to toothbrushes, so go ahead and use whatever you need. I'm going to go downstairs and make us some breakfast. Just come down whenever you're done."

"Thanks Toothless," Hiccup said with a smile. And he genuinely was thankful. Things probably could have gone a lot worse last night if it wasn't for him.

"No problem. It's what friends do," Toothless replied while smiling back. With that, Toothless got up and left the room, closing the door behind him.

After the door was closed, Hiccup started trying to get himself up again. He went slower this time, and while there was still a strong pain in his head while he was standing, he managed to power through it.

Walking into the bathroom and closing the door behind him, he saw what Toothless meant about a fully stocked bathroom. First of all, the bathroom was gorgeous. Marble floors and countertops, dual vanity, and separate shower and bathtub. As for the supplies, on a little shelf between the shower and the tub was a collection of different brand shampoos, conditioners, body washes, and soaps all in miniature sizes. Hanging from the shelf was a towel and a wash cloth. Between the sinks were hand soap, moisturizers, facial cleansers, hair gel and wax, a packaged toothbrush, toothpaste, and several bottles of spray deodorant. Hanging from the wall was a hand towel and a comb. There actually was everything Hiccup could have possibly needed.

Hiccup showered first, and amazingly Toothless even had a mini bottle of Hiccup's exact conditioner. On top of that, he had a rainfall showerhead, and it ended up being the best shower Hiccup had ever had. Plus the water was the perfect temperature. Hiccup wasn't sure if that was just luck or if it was just a problem in his own building. After drying off, he adjusted his hair, brushed his teeth, and used one of the spray deodorants.

As he started to walk back into the bedroom, he realized that he had no clothes. The ones from last night were missing and he didn't see anything in the room beforehand. Maybe in the drawers, but Toothless never said anything about that. When he walked back into the room, however, he found that his concern was unnecessary. On the bed was a plain white t-shirt, unopened package of boxers, track pants and a new pair of socks. Getting dressed Hiccup was fortunate enough to realize his headache was nearly gone. Hiccup got dressed and headed downstairs to see Toothless.

On his way down the stairs, he stopped half way to ogle the condo. Hardwood floors, open concept, floor to ceiling windows on all the walls, it was like something right out of a magazine. Hiccup figured it was the penthouse. He spotted Toothless over in the kitchen searching in a cupboard so he started heading over. As he was walking over he noticed that Toothless was dressed in a simple black t-shirt and blue skinny jeans. Even in casual clothes Toothless still looked amazing.

It was after that thought that something hit Hiccup. He now knew that Toothless was gay. He may actually be able to get something more than friendship. But then again, would he want it? Would he want to be put into that life? What if it made things awkward between them? Hiccup would lose his only friend. Would Toothless even want to be anything more than friends? Hiccup didn't think so. Besides, Toothless was practically perfect and he was just, well, Hiccup. So even though he knew Toothless was into guys, he still wasn't going to do anything about it.

When Hiccup got a little closer he announced himself with a quick, "hey."

"Hey! Sorry, I actually ended up having a shower too so I haven't done anything yet. So, how does cereal sound? I'm not exactly a chef."

"Wait, so you have this magazine quality kitchen and you don't cook?"

"Well I cook…."

"Cereal doesn't count."

"Actually…."

"Neither does toast."

"That's not fair!"

Hiccup shook his head slowly with a smile and asked, "Do you even know what kind of stove that is?"

"A hot one?"

Hiccup gave him a look that just screamed 'Seriously?'

"OK I can't cook. But takeout is just as good," Toothless chuckled.

Hiccup sighed, cracked his knuckles and said, "OK, let me show you how it's done."

Toothless sat down at the island and watched as Hiccup got to work, headache forgotten. Hiccup decided to go with omelettes, so he went to the fridge, got the eggs, cheese, red onion, ham, mushrooms, and red peppers out of the fridge. With directions from Toothless he got out the cheese grater, a couple of frying pans, a cutting board, a bowl, a whisk, and a vegetable knife. For someone who didn't cook Toothless sure kept a fully stocked kitchen.

"Thanks for the clothes by the way," Hiccup said as he laid out the utensils he would need.

"No problem. I keep spare sets of generic clothes around just in case someone needs to unexpectedly stay over. Apparently they are a good idea."

Hiccup was impressed. Someone with absolutely nothing could move in here tomorrow and not need a thing.

"Do you want some help?" Toothless asked as Hiccup started chopping vegetables.

"Sure, can you grate the cheese?"

That was something Toothless knew he could do. He opened the cheese and started grating while Hiccup continued to deal with the vegetables.

"So," Hiccup started, a slight hesitation in his voice since he was nervous about what he might hear, "Even though I'm pretty sure I don't want to know, could you fill me in on what happened last night?"

"Sure, what's the last thing you remember?"

"That would be vomiting while heading to the bathroom," Hiccup said as he turned the heat on the stove on.

"OK, well the gist of it is that when I got you here you regained consciousness and asked me to have sex with you using some colourful language."

Hiccup dropped the knife he was using to cut the mushrooms. He could feel his face turning as red as it was earlier this morning. Wide eyed and horrified, he slowly turned to Toothless who just then lost control of his face and busted out into laughter.

"Relax! I'm kidding! Oh, the look on your face just there was priceless!" Toothless was laughing so hard he could barely breathe.

"Not funny," Hiccup replied dryly, picking up the knife and resuming where he left off. "You know, probably not best to mess with someone holding a knife."

"It's a vegetable knife so I'll take my chances. Besides, you couldn't hurt a fly."

_'That's what you think,' _Hiccup thought. "But seriously, could you tell me what happened please? I hate not knowing."

"Well there isn't much to tell. I was actually following you to the bathroom because you were staggering pretty badly and I had a bad feeling. I caught you before your head hit the ground. I had a tab going at the club so fortunately I didn't have to go pay personally, and I carried you out. I hailed a cab and had it bring us here. I figured that if I brought you passed out to your apartment it wouldn't have looked very good. You, uh, don't exactly hold your liquor very well, so I took off your shirt and pants and dropped them off at the cleaners downstairs. When I came back up you were sort of conscious for a few minutes, so I managed to get you to drink some water and eat a few soda crackers so that the hangover this morning wouldn't be quite as bad as it could have been. That's really it. Oh, by the way, your keys and phone and stuff are on the table near the front door."

Hiccup listened while he put the vegetables in the pan and cracked and whisked the eggs. "Oh, I'm sorry I caused so much trouble. Thanks for helping me out. That's enough cheese by the way."

Toothless stopped grating and let Hiccup take the cheese as the omelettes cooked. Toothless took his seat at the island once more before he responded.

"I'm telling you, it's not a problem. I'm sure you would have done the same for me. You know, if it wasn't your father's only goal in life to take me down." They both chuckled a little at this.

After a few more minutes the omelettes were done. Toothless' stove was much better than the one Hiccup usually worked with, and it was a lot faster. Toothless grabbed some cutlery and got both of them orange juice while Hiccup put the omelettes on plates. As they ate the conversation resumed.

"There is actually one more thing from last night I forgot to mention," Toothless said between bites. "And this is really good. Feel free to come and cook here any time."

"Thanks. But what did you forget to mention about last night?" Hiccup asked, concern in his voice.

"Well, last night, I carried you up to the bedroom, and, well, while I was taking off your clothes that had vomit on them I discovered you talk in your sleep."

Hiccup started to panic. Not about the fact that Toothless had taken off his clothes, but that he talks in his sleep? Why did no one ever tell him this?

"Wh-what did I say?" Hiccup asked. He was terrified. He hadn't been this scared since the VERY first time he had ever seen Toothless in person.

"Don't worry, it wasn't bad." Hiccup didn't believe him. "You didn't really say anything coherent. You mentioned the words mom and restaurant, something about Central Park, and then you said my name. But that was really it."

Hiccup hoped that Toothless was being honest. The last thing he needed was to say something embarrassing when he wasn't conscious to stop himself.

Figuring he needed to respond, Hiccup just said, "I didn't even know I talked in my sleep."

Hiccup helped Toothless clean up everything before he decided he should head home or his father may start to ask questions. Just before he left though Toothless gave Hiccup the slip of paper to pick up his clothes from the cleaners.

Hiccup took the elevator down but didn't get to see the lobby. The doors opened on both sides, with the entrance to the lobby through one, but the hall to the ground level retail was through the other. Toothless had prepaid so Hiccup just picked up the clothes and left through the door that went directly outside.

Hiccup decided to walk home so that he had time to think up an excuse as to why he was not home last night. Part way home he realized that his father probably didn't even bother to check if he was home, so he would just tell him that he was home last night but went out for an early morning walk. As for the new set of clothes, he could just say he went shopping. It helped that the cleaner gave Hiccup his clothes in an ordinary plastic bag.

When Hiccup did arrive home though, he discovered that all his excuses had been for naught. Not only was his father not home, but there was a note perched on the kitchen counter from his father saying that he had been called in to work really early that morning and would be back late.

Hiccup put his cleaned clothes away, and when he was done he saw it wasn't too long past one. Well, he still had most of the day to do whatever he wanted. In this case it was an afternoon of movies on TV. First up: Rise of the Guardians.

* * *

><p><strong>Well, the truth has been revealed.<strong>

**Next chapter: On or before November 25**

**I'd like to take this chance to thank all of my faithful reviewers. You guys are the best!**

**Now, Hiccup officially knows the truth about Toothless, and Toothless knows the truth about Hiccup. But neither seems to be doing anything about it...if you want that to change I suggest you review ;)**


	14. Chapter 14

**Hey everyone! I'm back! I want to apologize for the delay and thank those that sent their support :) Fortunately I had my go-to coping mechanism: learning something new (that is non-school related XD). So, I taught myself what Tumblr was and got myself one.**

**In other unrelated news, this story is now on Tumblr in case anyone is interested XD**

**My blog (or basically another place I'll be posting my stories): alexjohnd dot tumblr dot com**

**Be warned though, this is the only site I write AMAZING these author's notes on...*watches you all flee to my DA and Tumblr* XD**

**Oh, and last thing. Between chapters 13 and 14, I hit 100 follows AND 100 reviews! I never thought that this story would be so popular, and it makes me feel great to know that so many people are interested in this story. So thank you to EVERYONE who has followed, favourited, and reviewed. I love you all!**

**Without further ado, chapter 14:**

* * *

><p>Toothless was laying on his couch with the television on, but he wasn't watching it. He was looking in the exact opposite direction, at the door that lead to the walk in front closet. He quickly glanced at his watch and saw it was six o'clock. He figured she had learned her lesson by now. And if she hadn't, Toothless had had enough fun for now.<p>

"Alright Stormfly, you can come out of my front closet now. I'm officially done with being amused by the situation." When nothing happened, he added an, "I know for a fact you're in there. And I know you know I'm not watching the television right now."

He heard a bang and a scream of exasperation from behind the door before it opened. Sure enough, Stormfly came out and slammed the door behind her. When she turned around though, she was seething. Her face was red with anger, and when matched with her green dress it almost made her look like a Christmas decoration. Toothless chuckled at that thought.

"You've been in that same spot for hours! Don't you ever leave this place? Or go to the bathroom?" She nearly screamed.

"Not when I know someone else is in my apartment," Toothless responded coolly.

"And how long have you known I was in there?"

"Since Hiccup left."

This made Stormfly even angrier than the fact that she had been caught by Toothless yet again. She was the queen of stealth. She could hide absolutely anywhere, get past absolutely anybody. Except him apparently. Every, single, time.

"You're telling me you've known I was in there all day and you just let me sit there?"

"I had to teach you a lesson somehow, didn't I?" Toothless smirked.

A frustrated, "Ugh," was all Stormfly said.

"Now, what can I do for you Stormfly?"

"Oh, nothing."

"I doubt that highly. You're not the type to hang out in my closet for over six hours and not have a reason."

"Maybe I forgot what it was because you left me in there so long."

"I doubt that even more highly."

Stormfly adjusted her dress before she continued casually, saying, "Well, I just thought I might let you know I saw you and Hiccup last night."

"What is it with you stalking the two of us?"

"I can't help it if you go to places where I have ins. My sources let me know."

"Ah, yes, Camicazi."

Stormfly's eyes went wide for a split second, but she fixed them and said, "I can't reveal my sources."

"Alright, alright. Tell Camicazi I say hi though. Don't be too hard on her, I barely saw her and it was only as she was leaving. But if she could return the watch she swiped off of me last night that'd be great."

"Seriously Camicazi?" Stormfly muttered to herself before she continued. "It amazes me how you always know where I or my helpers are if we are near you, except when you are with that boy."

"Are you implying something?"

"Not at all. But I did overhear your conversation last night over my bugs."

"Which one?"

"I told you he had feelings for you. I'm just surprised it came out so soon."

"Yes, well, you were right. Is that what you wanted to hear?"

"I didn't need to hear anything. But tell me, now that you have this information, are you going to do anything about it?"

"Do you think I should?" Toothless asked, legitimately interested in her answer.

"I stand by what I said before. Every opportunity has a shelf life, Toothless. Don't let this one go to waste." With that, she started for the door. "Before I go," Stormfly turned and started to ask, "How did you know I was here?"

"Simple. When Hiccup left the door was already unlocked. No sign of forced entry, so the person had a key. You're the only other person with a key to this apartment," Toothless stated with a satisfied grin.

Stormfly tried to act as proper as she could most of the time, but that didn't stop her from not-so-eloquently face palming in this case as she walked out the door.

* * *

><p>Hiccup was still lazing around when he heard his father walk in at about six o'clock. He was just lying on the couch. On the television The Wedding Planner was just coming to an end.<p>

"Hiccup?" His father called. Hiccup had to wonder why exactly his father was looking for him, but he responded anyways.

"Here," he called while putting his hand up in the air for his father to see over the back of the couch. He expected that the conversation would end there, perhaps his father would add an affirmative grunt, but Hiccup was shocked to hear his father continue.

"Do you have a minute to talk Hiccup?"

If Stoick was forming full sentences that clearly meant he wasn't drunk as per usual. However, he wouldn't be; it was only six. But that just raised another question: what was Stoick doing home so early? Was he trying to take an interest in his son again? Hiccup was sincerely hoping to avoid déjà vu from Katz's Deli a while back.

"Sure," Hiccup said. He turned off the television and walked over to the kitchen table where his father was standing, putting a knee on one of the chairs.

"I noticed you weren't home last night. Is everything OK?"

The only thing Hiccup could think was, _'He noticed? I can't believe it.'_ Of course he didn't say that out loud. Instead he said, "Yeah, everything's fine."

"Is there anything you want to tell me?"

OK, clearly Stoick was working up to something. That thought made Hiccup a little nervous. This couldn't end well.

"No, nothing off the top of my head."

"OK, if you're sure." With that Stoick momentarily turned around, and Hiccup thought that was it. He thought that went well. As he turned to walk away though, Stoick stopped him.

"Actually, one more thing, Hiccup."

"Hm?"

"This morning I was called into the station as I'm sure you saw. I got a call regarding Toothless."

Hiccup's sense of relief vanished instantly. Why could he never keep that feeling for more than about thirty seconds? However Hiccup was a master of controlling his reactions in front of his father, so he remained stoic.

"OK, but why are you telling me this?"

"Well I know you're interested in that kind of stuff, I thought you might like to know what's going on in real time."

Hiccup was shocked his father knew that, but again he remained silent. Stoick continued without anything further.

"We caught him on a few security cameras around town, going into several stores and other buildings, until he ended up going home around eight."

Hiccup's sense of relief returned. If they only saw him until 8 then that meant that they didn't see him go to the nightclub or anything.

"He left again around 8:45."

_'Oh come on, seriously?' _And the nervous sweats returned.

"But he ended up going through one of very few camera dead zones in the city, so we lost him."

And once more, Hiccup managed to calm down.

"Until we discovered his credit card had been used at the Lexicon Nightclub and we found him on the camera at the bar there."

Hiccup thought this was ridiculous. How many times did he need to have minor panic attacks in a sixty second period? But if his father was looking at the cameras at the nightclub, that couldn't be a good sign. The tension in the room was palpable and it was quite amazing that both men had managed to remain as stoic as they had.

"So we followed him with the cameras. We actually have remote control of the cameras in that club since it's occasionally known for trouble. Do you know what we saw there?"

Hiccup gulped at this. Well, this and the fact that Stoick's volume had been increasing slowly over that last sentence. Sure enough, it was now that he exploded.

"WE SAW YOU THERE WITH HIM! WHAT THE HECK WERE YOU DOING THERE HICCUP? I'VE NEVER FELT SO BETRAYED BEFORE!"

This was also where Hiccup lost his cool too. "YES, I WAS THERE WITH HIM? AND WHY? BECAUSE HE IS THE ONLY PERSON WILLING TO BE MY FRIEND! EVERYONE ELSE GETS SCARED OFF BY YOU OR JUST THE THOUGHT OF YOU!

"TOOTHLESS IS A BAD PERSON! HE WILL ONLY HURT YOU!"

Wait, did Stoick actually care somewhere deep down? Hiccup was kind of touched. He never thought that his father cared that much.

"I MEAN HE'S OBVIOUSLY JUST GETTING CLOSE TO YOU TO GET TO ME!"

Never mind. That was almost a sweet moment. Or as close as they ever got.

"YOU DON'T KNOW THAT FOR SURE! WE DON'T EVEN TALK ABOUT YOU!"

"THAT DOESN'T PROVE ANYTHING!"

"I KNOW HE'S A TRUE FRIEND AND THAT HE CARES ABOUT ME. IN FACT, HE PROBABLY KNOWS MORE ABOUT ME THAN YOU DO!"

Stoick quieted down a little at this point, but he was still seething as he spoke.

"You are not to see him again. You will always travel with an officer or Gobber so I know where you are at all times."

Hiccup had no intention of quieting down, however.

"YOU CAN'T DO THAT TO ME!"

"As long as you live under MY roof, you will live by MY rules."

"I DON'T WANT TO DEAL WITH THIS RIGHT NOW! I'M GOING FOR A WALK!"

The next words out of Stoick's mouth shocked Hiccup to his core.

"If you walk out that door, you better not come back."

Hiccup stood there in stunned silence for a moment. The only sound in the condo was Stoick's heavy breathing. Hiccup thought for a brief second, and went to his room. When he came back he was putting on his jacket and shoved his wallet, keys, and phones into his pockets.

As he passed Stoick on his way out, he heard him say, "And if you leave I am cutting off your tuition and allowance payments."

That slowed Hiccup down a little, but he was too infuriated to be able to think straight. Eyes red and irritated from trying to hold back tears, Hiccup stormed out of the front door and slammed it shut.

Neither man could believe what the other had done.

* * *

><p>Hiccup had been walking around the city for a little over two hours. While he was out it had gotten substantially darker, the light of the moon lighting his path when the lights were out. He had walked all the way to the north end of Central Park along the west side, and then started back south through the centre of the park. Three quarters of the way through he was walking past the Falconer Statue, and he stopped. Seeing the statue made him think about Toothless. During his walk he had avoided thinking about his present situation, instead thinking of other things such as his mother. In reality, it was here that this whole mess had started. This was where he had told Toothless that he was OK with being his friend. But strangely, he didn't blame Toothless. If anything he blamed his father. Hiccup's logic was that because his father had shut him out and not allowed him to have any friends, and that led him to take whatever friend he could get. Not that he had to settle for Toothless; Hiccup thought he was a great friend. Toothless listened, he cared, and he protected his friends. It was just that if Hiccup had had other friends he probably wouldn't have been in the same situation.<p>

When Hiccup noticed it was 8:30, he decided he should probably call his father and apologize. They had had arguments before, maybe not this bad, but they always got over them. This time, however, Hiccup realized he had no service. His father had already cut off his cell service; he really was kicked out.

Hiccup started to panic. What was he going to do? He had acted out of rage and it put him in real trouble. He walked up to the nearby benches and sat down. He needed a minute to think. After he sat down he silently started to cry.

As it would so happen, Toothless happened to be walking past at that moment. Hiccup didn't notice him, but he noticed Hiccup. Without announcing himself he walked up to the bench and sat down next to Hiccup. Hiccup, however, refused to look up.

"Fancy meeting you here," Toothless cracked, trying to get Hiccup to notice him. This did make Hiccup look up, but as soon as he did, the smile left Toothless' face. It was replaced with a look of deep concern after seeing Hiccup's bloodshot eyes and running nose. "Hiccup? What's wrong? What happened?"

Hiccup had to pause a second to make sure he didn't start crying in the middle of the sentence.

"My f-father kicked me out."

Toothless gave Hiccup a tissue and put his arm around his shoulders.

"Hiccup, I'm so sorry. What happened?"

Hiccup couldn't tell him. He might think he was blaming him and he didn't want to lose his only friend after everything else that had happened today.

"I don't want to talk about it."

"Then we won't."

"Thanks."

"So, where are you staying tonight?"

"Uh, I think I have enough money saved up for a few nights at a motel, so I guess I can do that. Hopefully I can find a job that will hire me right away so I can stay there. I'll drop out of school to save money; I didn't really like that degree anyways."

Toothless knew he couldn't allow that. He couldn't force Hiccup's decision on school, but he could sway his decision on choice of residence.

"Nonsense. You will be staying with me."

"Thank you Toothless, but…"

"No buts. I insist."

"Thank you Toothless. I guess I could stay with you for a few days…"

"Nope, you're staying with me indefinitely. Or at least until your father takes you back."

"Toothless I-I couldn't…"

"You can and you will. I'm not letting you say no. If you try I'll had you kidnapped again."

At that, Hiccup smiled for the first time in several hours. He was glad Toothless could keep a sense of humour in this situation. He leaned over and hugged Toothless, who instantly hugged him back.

"Are you sure I won't be a bother? Or make life harder for you?"

"Actually, I think it would make things easier."

This statement only served to confuse Hiccup. He racked his mind trying to figure out what exactly Toothless was getting at, but came up empty.

"How do you figure?"

"Well now if we want to get together we don't exactly have to worry where your father is. We'll be living in the same place."

"I guess. So you're really sure this is OK?"

"Hiccup, yes," Toothless said, trying to drive that point home.

"Thank you so much Toothless," Hiccup said as he hugged the taller man once more.

After they released each other, Toothless smiled and said, "Come on, it's getting late. Let's head home."

It felt odd to hear the sentence phrased like that. It made it sound like it was Hiccup's home too. But then again, Hiccup would be living there with Toothless probably for a long period of time, so in a way he could kind of understand why it would be home for him too.

"There is just one thing Hiccup," Toothless started. "Occasionally the other members of the gang drop in. So if we are to keep you a secret from them there may be times you have to hide upstairs for a while."

"Yeah, I kind of figured that would be the case. But that's alright. That's still a better option than the park bench. But something tells me that with me always being there and going in and out it will get harder for you to keep me a secret."

"Well that's one way to look at it. But I promise you I will try my hardest."

"That's all I ask."

* * *

><p>When they got back to the condo, a few things happened. Toothless gave Hiccup the grand tour, explained where all of the important things were stored, told Hiccup the codes to the doors in the building, and gave Hiccup a spare key he had.<p>

Hiccup had been given a choice between the two bedrooms and ended up selecting the one he had woken up in that morning. He also let Toothless dispose of his old, now useless phone just as a precaution. Besides, he still had the phone that Toothless had given him what felt like a long time ago. It was basic but Hiccup never really needed a fancy phone.

They spoke about a few more logistics before Hiccup decided that he was tired and wanted to go to bed. As he undressed to his underwear and crawled into the bed, he realized that while he had only been living here officially for about an hour, it already felt like home.

* * *

><p><strong>Well that escalated quickly...<strong>

**Next chapter: On or before December 8 (it'd be sooner but I have more exams between now and then...)**

**So, whose fault was it that Hiccup was kicked out? Hiccup's or Stoick's? I'm legitimately curious to see what people think. Why not tell me in a review along with what you did and didn't like about this chapter? :D**


	15. Chapter 15

**Hey everybody, I'm back! I wanted to say thanks for all the good luck wishes I got for my finals. They went better than I expected, that's for sure. **

**For those of you who didn't know, I have another story (or whatever you want to call it) on my profile called ****_When Worlds Collide: The Untold Stories_****. It's a series of one shots that take place during the story showing events I didn't write into the main story, or another person's point of view from a scene that I did write into the story. If you like this story I hope you'll check it out :) Alright! Shameless self-promotion over, so onto the story!**

* * *

><p>Hiccup woke up at 8:00 the next morning. It took him a moment to remember where he was, but when the memories of yesterday's events came flooding back, he smiled. Deciding to get up rather than going back to sleep, he opened the drawer and saw another one of those spare clothes sets that Hiccup had used yesterday. He got dressed and reminded himself to go back to his old place later to pick up his clothes and stuff.<p>

After brushing his teeth, he wandered out into the hall. Toothless' door was still closed, so he was most likely still asleep. Toothless had told him last night that he didn't have any plans today so it made sense. Hiccup decided that to thank him again for letting him live here he would make breakfast.

Hiccup started down the stairs as quietly as he could. The last step squeaked a little, but even Hiccup in his stealth barely noticed it. He tiptoed into the kitchen, where he silently opened the fridge to see what he could make. Looking over the ingredients for a moment and checking the pantry, he decided on chocolate chip pancakes.

He set the ingredients on the counter, but then realized that the last time he had been cooking here he hadn't seen a bowl big enough for all the pancake batter. The ones he used for the eggs were far too small. After double checking the cupboard where those bowls had come from, he started, as quietly as he could, opening other cupboards to see if he could find a larger one.

He was searching through the fifth cupboard when a soft voice right beside his ear said, "Looking for something?"

Hiccup shrieked. It was without a doubt the most unmanly sound that had ever come from his vocal chords. It was accompanied by a small jump and his heart starting to race. He turned around to see Toothless laughing so hard he could barely breathe, clutching onto the counter for support. Hiccup just stood there glaring at him until Toothless could finally form a coherent sentence.

"I'm sorry, I couldn't resist."

"Hilarious," Hiccup replied, completely unimpressed. "Have you been awake this whole time?"

"No, actually. I heard a noise and it woke me up."

Hiccup should have felt sorry for waking him up, but thinking back, he couldn't remember making that much noise. So instead he asked, "What woke you?"

"That would be the creaky bottom step."

Hiccup was amazed. "Seriously? That was me and I barely heard that!"

"Yeah, well, I'm a light sleeper. You need to be when you never know if someone is going to break in trying to kill you."

Hiccup didn't like where this conversation had turned. It had become far too heavy and serious for his liking. He decided he needed to change that right away.

"Well I'm sorry I woke you up. I was thinking I'd make chocolate chip pancakes for breakfast. Is that OK with you?"

Fortunately Toothless was receptive to the change in topic and replied, "Sounds great!" with a massive smile. "While you do that I am going to go get changed."

In all the morning's excitement, Hiccup hadn't realized that Toothless was still shirtless and only in his pajama bottoms. Fortunately Toothless was already turned around by the time Hiccup noticed so he didn't notice that darn blush Hiccup couldn't control.

Toothless returned just as the first batch of pancakes was coming off the stove. Hiccup looked over and saw he was in the same blue skinny jeans as yesterday, but this time in a plain white shirt. And yes, Hiccup's eyes pointed out to him that this shirt also hugged his body and tastefully showed off his muscles.

"Hey. The first batch is done so you can get started. I'll wait for the second."

"I can wait," Toothless said with a smile as he walked around pulling out plates, cutlery, and the maple syrup. "Besides, I prefer my pancakes room temperature."

Hiccup found that slightly odd, but he kept that to himself. He was sure he had quirks that Toothless would probably find odd too. Toothless was pouring the juice as the other batch came off the stove. Today it was apple juice. When Hiccup set the pancakes on the table, the conversation restarted.

"So," Toothless asked between bites, "have any plans for today?"

"Well I was going to go by my old place to pick up my stuff. You know, clothes and whatever."

"Anything else?"

"After that I guess I'll start going around town and looking for a job."

Toothless put his cutlery down for a moment before he asked, "Why do you need a job?"

Hiccup thought the answer was pretty obvious as he stated, "You know, mostly for rent."

"Rent? What do you need rent for?"

"Well you're letting me live here, the least I could do is…"

"No. No rent. Hiccup I want you to live here."

"I understand but you're letting me live here as a friend so…"

"Maybe I don't want you to live here as just a friend."

There was a pause as Hiccup pondered that sentence, then he said, "I don't follow."

"Well, if you want, I'd like you to live here as my boyfriend."

Hiccup started choking on the bite of pancake he had just swallowed. That wasn't exactly how he expected that conversation to go. Toothless handed him his glass of juice and asked if he was OK while hitting him on the back.

After he stopped coughing, Hiccup was still stunned. Had he heard that right? Had the guy he thought was way out of his league just said he wanted to go out with him? After a few more seconds Hiccup was pretty sure he could talk again.

"Toothless, did you just ask me if I wanted to officially go out with you?"

"That depends on what your answer is," Toothless said with a self-confident smirk. He was pretty sure he already knew what Hiccup was going to say.

Hiccup couldn't believe this opportunity was being handed to him on a silver platter. He barely left a split second gap before he practically flung himself into Toothless' arms, answering with a passionate, "Yes!" He had hoped that maybe Toothless would be interested in him, but he never really thought it would happen.

It was now, while he was holding Hiccup, that Toothless remembered Stormfly's words. He didn't let this opportunity go to waste, and something told him it was a really good choice.

* * *

><p>Hiccup and Toothless took the Land Rover back to Hiccup's old place in the hopes that they could get everything in one trip. Hiccup thought they would be fine; all he needed to get was his laptop and some clothes. As they were sitting in silence Hiccup remembered something he was going to tell Toothless.<p>

"Hey Toothless, remember when I was choking earlier and you hit me on the back?"

"Yeah, of course. Why?"

"Just so you know, you shouldn't do that. It can actually lodge the food into the person's airway and fully block it. If they are coughing that means they are still getting air."

"Oh, OK. How do you know that?"

"Before my mom died I did a whole bunch of first aid and lifesaving courses. She thought it may come in handy one day."

"Cool. Good to know."

When they finally pulled up, Hiccup started to get out when he realized something.

"So you're just going to wait here while I grab everything, right?"

"Actually, hang on," Toothless said as he pulled his phone out and opened an app.

"Uh, what are you doing?"

"Well, I figured if Stoick isn't home I can come up and help you. If he is though, well, something tells me he won't want to see me." Hiccup waited patiently as Toothless pushed a few more buttons and a map came up. "Looks like he is home. Sorry Hiccup, probably not best if I came up."

"How did you find that out?" Hiccup asked. He was amazed how Toothless could find that out so fast and sound so sure about it.

"Oh, there's this great app on my phone where I can track people's cell phone location through its GPS, assuming the phone is on."

"That's amazing." And Hiccup truly was impressed with the technology. There was no way the app could have been legal, but Hiccup didn't question it. "Alright. I'll be back down as quick as I can," Hiccup said as he climbed out of the car.

As he went up in the elevator, he wondered what he was going to say to his father. Would he still be mad? Would he be sorry for what he had done? Would he invite him to come back? Even if he did Hiccup didn't think he would want to anyways. Even after just one night he knew he liked living at Toothless' place a heck of a lot better. Hiccup's thoughts were interrupted when he arrived at the door.

Hiccup was going to use his key, but then he realized he didn't technically live there anymore, so he should knock. After three quick knocks he heard someone moving inside and up to the door. Stoick must have seen who it was through the peephole because the door didn't open, but instead there was a muffled, "What do you want?"

"I'm here to get my stuff."

"No. Go away."

Hiccup was dumbfounded. His father wasn't even going to allow him in to get his stuff?

"Come on, just let me grab my clothes." When there was no response, Hiccup decided enough was enough and got his key out. The only problem was that when he inserted it into the keyhole, it didn't turn. Hiccup jiggled it a few times but still, nothing.

"The locks are changed," he heard from inside the unit. "Now I'll ask you to leave one last time before I call security." There was something off about Stoick's voice, but Hiccup couldn't quite figure out what it was.

As much as he hated to do it, Hiccup gave up. His father wasn't going to let him in, and if he had already changed the lock then no doubt he had told the security guard not to let him into the unit anymore.

"Fine. Goodbye dad." With that, Hiccup turned to leave. He was stopped though when he heard an unexpected response from within the unit.

"Don't call me that. You've thrown your lot in with him. You're not my son."

Hiccup couldn't believe what he had just heard, and it hurt him on the inside. But he continued to walk away. If Stoick was no longer willing to call Hiccup his son, then Hiccup was no longer willing to call him his father.

* * *

><p>When Hiccup got back down to street level, he found Toothless standing next to the car with the trunk open. When he saw Hiccup with nothing in his hands, he gave him a confused look.<p>

Hiccup said a quick, "Close the trunk and let's get out of here. I'll explain in the car." Toothless obeyed without question and they quickly drove off.

"So, it went that well with your father, huh?" Toothless said, trying to lighten the mood. Unfortunately it didn't work.

"I can't stand that man. He wouldn't let me in and he changed the lock! That man is no longer my father," Hiccup said with a massive scowl on his face. Not wanting to keep the mood so heavy, Hiccup said, "Can we stop at an ATM for a minute?"

"Sure," Toothless said as he slammed on the brakes. Hiccup's seatbelt locked, but when he looked to his right he noticed they were right in front of a bank. "I trust that was an acceptable travel time?"

Hiccup couldn't help but chuckle as he said, "It was acceptable. I'll be right back."

"I'll come in with you," Toothless said as he pulled the car off to the side of the road.

They walked into the bank and Hiccup walked up to a machine. When he put his card in, an error message popped up on the screen. Confused, he walked up to a teller to ask what was going on.

"I'm sorry sir, but the accounts attached to this card have all been emptied and closed."

Hiccup mumbled a quick thank you and turned around to walk out. Toothless was right behind him. When they got back into the car, silent tears started to roll down Hiccup's cheeks. Toothless noticed right away and pulled him into an awkward hug over the centre console.

"I really have nothing. He's taken all my clothes, my laptop, and even all the money I've ever saved."

"Hey, hey, it's OK. Everything will be fine," Toothless comforted. "Look at this as a chance for a fresh start. It's a new chapter in life."

Surprisingly that made Hiccup feel a little better. But he still had to worry about clothing and other things that he needed to get as soon as possible. Toothless solved that problem though by continuing as if he could read Hiccup's mind.

"Now come on, first thing's first. We've got to get you a whole new wardrobe."

"Thank you Toothless. Now I guess I really need to get that job to pay you back."

"No. I told you, no job. You're by boyfriend now and that means I have a legitimate reason to spoil you."

Hiccup couldn't help but smile. The fact that Toothless had said boyfriend made him so happy. It just sounded so amazing.

"You're amazing Toothless."

Toothless smiled, leaned in really close and whispered, "I know." That awarded him a laugh and a playful smack on the arm from Hiccup.

* * *

><p>The couple had a field day, going to all parts of Manhattan to buy Hiccup clothes and other necessities. Hiccup didn't want to spend too much of Toothless' money, so every store they went into Hiccup went straight for the sale rack. Toothless, however, went for the brand names. Naturally when it came time to meet at the fitting rooms Toothless preferred what he had picked out, and generally that's what was purchased. And when it came time to pay, Toothless' black American Express card got quite the workout. They shopped until all the stores closed on them, but by then Hiccup had had enough. They looked like something out of a movie; each of them had about 5 bags per hand. It was a really good thing they had used the SUV.<p>

When they arrived back at the condo they brought the bags up to Hiccup's room and collapsed on the bed.

"Thank you so much for all this Toothless. I don't know how I can ever repay you for this."

Toothless turned to Hiccup and said, "You don't have to. I loved being able to do this for you. Although I'm not quite done yet."

"I don't understand."

Toothless didn't answer, but instead reached over and grabbed a bag Hiccup hadn't noticed before. He gave it to Hiccup and nodded his head as encouragement to open it. When he did Hiccup's jaw dropped. There were two boxes: one for a brand new Samsung Galaxy S4, and another for a Microsoft Surface Pro tablet.

"Toothless, when? Why?" Hiccup couldn't seem to form a coherent sentence.

"For the when, that was when you lost me for about thirty minutes in Macy's. Why? Because I know you needed them. One of the things I know you lost at your fa-Stoick's was your laptop. Hence the tablet. This one can do almost anything a laptop can. The phone is because right now all you have is that little flip phone. I figured this was a little cooler."

All Hiccup could say was, "Thank you so much. You didn't have to…"

"But I wanted to. So I did," Toothless interrupted. "Now, if you'll excuse me, I have stuff to do tomorrow so I'm going to bed. I'll see you tomorrow." After a smile and a hug, Toothless left for his own room.

Hiccup still couldn't believe everything Toothless was doing for him. He felt kind of bad, and he hoped that Toothless didn't think he had to keep getting him stuff, but he was grateful nonetheless. Besides, most of the stuff here was necessity.

Hiccup put all of his new clothing purchases away, then unboxed the phone and tablet. It took him a few minutes to set them up, but afterwards he plugged them in to charge, got changed, and went to bed.

* * *

><p><strong>Well, apparently Stoick is still sore about the whole situation. Will he ever make amends with Hiccup? To be quite honest, I don't even know XD It's the only aspect of this story I don't have fully planned out...<strong>

**Next chapter: On or before December 15. In the meantime, why not go check out ****_The Untold Stories _****on my profile? XD**

**So, Toothless and Hiccup are now official. Why not congratulate them with a review telling me how you liked the chapter?**


	16. Chapter 16

**Alright guys and girls, here is the next chapter! Oh, and happy birthday to my reader Kristy Annabelle Cullens! I hope you like what happens in this chapter! Sorry if it isn't written very well though, it was my first time writing anything like it...you'll see what it is near the end of the chapter XD**

* * *

><p>As per his usual routine, Hiccup awoke early on Monday morning. It was approximately seven o'clock when he got out of bed and showered. He realized something felt off when he was brushing his teeth, but he couldn't quite put his finger on it. When he was getting changed it hit him: he didn't have school anymore. Stoick had said that he was going to stop paying his tuition, and since he delivered on every other threat Hiccup assumed that one would be no different. In fact, Hiccup wouldn't be surprised if Stoick had called the university to specifically withdraw him from his classes to get a partial refund.<p>

Deciding that anything would probably be better than sitting in his room all day, Hiccup grabbed his new phone and went out into the hall. When he looked down the hall, he noticed Toothless' door was open. Remembering what Toothless had said the night before, Hiccup decided to walk over to the door and see if Toothless had already left.

To Hiccup's surprise, he had. Toothless must have left really early. Hiccup supposed he was in a rush too as he had left his bed unmade. Not having anything better to do, Hiccup went into the room to make the bed.

During his tour on the first day, Toothless had never actually shown Hiccup the inside of his room. The door had been closed and Toothless had just pointed to it. It was at least twice the size of Hiccup's, probably about 400 square feet. It was painted a deep shade of purple and had windows on both of the outside walls. It had its own bathroom that looked exactly like Hiccup's but this bathroom was only used by the one bedroom. The sheets on Toothless' bed matched the walls, as did the pillows. Hiccup made the bed and made extra care to make sure it looked perfect. Satisfied with his work, he left and closed the door behind him, heading downstairs.

When Hiccup arrived in the kitchen he opened the fridge to see what the breakfast options for that morning were. It was still pretty full but he noticed a few necessities missing that they really should have. Hiccup noted that he would have to ask Toothless for some money for groceries.

That thought made Hiccup pause. He loved Toothless, but he realized if he just kept getting money from him, he'd have none of his own. What if they broke up? He would be in an even worse situation than when Stoick had thrown him out. He really needed to find a way to get some money, just as a safety net. But how he would do that without Toothless noticing he had a job would be hard.

Deciding to think of a solution later, Hiccup resumed his hunt for breakfast. Spying some Greek yogurt and raspberries he got out a bowl and a spoon. Just before he started he remembered seeing some granola in the pantry and decided to sprinkle a little on top.

Breakfast passed quickly and after he washed his bowl and spoon, he wondered what he would do. He was just about to leave the kitchen when he noticed a piece of paper on the corner of the counter. Picking it up he realized it was a note from Toothless.

**Will be back late tonight. I realize the fridge may be missing some foods you may like, so here is my debit card in case you want to pick some stuff up.**

Also in the note were the pin number and the directions to the nearest grocery store, which happened to be 24 hour. Deciding he had nothing better to do, Hiccup made a list of things he thought he should get and headed out.

Hiccup took about thirty minutes at the store, picking up everything from basics they were out of like milk to spices and meat. When he got to the front he took the items out of the cart and put them on the conveyor belt.

"That'll be $67.43. How will you be paying?" the middle aged cashier asked.

"Debit please," Hiccup responded, pulling the card out of his pocket.

"Would you like cash back?"

Hiccup paused at this. He realized this may be the answer to his concerns from earlier. He could open a private account at another bank and just take some cash back whenever he could until he had at least a few hundred dollars saved. The thought of doing it made him feel bad, but he really didn't want to be left with nothing in case the worst came to pass. But then again, he would be quite literally be stealing from his boyfriend, who was also in the mob.

The cashier repeating the question snapped Hiccup out of his thoughts, and under pressure he said, "Yes please. Twenty dollars." It wasn't much, but it was an amount Toothless probably wouldn't even notice. Hiccup entered the pin, grabbed his bags and cash, and walked out.

When Hiccup returned to the apartment, he immediately put the groceries away and hid the twenty dollars in his room. He would open a bank account when he had collected a little more. When Hiccup had found a spot he deemed suitable to store the cash, he glanced at the clock and realized it was just barely 10 am. He still had the whole day ahead of him and Toothless wasn't going to be back until later. He started wandering the condo looking for something to do. As he walked he seemed to look at everything a little closer, noticing the dust here and the scuffs on the walls there.

As he wandered the spacious condo aimlessly he eventually ended up outside the upstairs hall closet. Opening it randomly he saw the washer and dryer, as well as a vacuum, a Swiffer broom and dusters with some pads, and some magic erasers. Well, he had nothing better to do.

Hiccup spent the whole day cleaning and even figured out how to get Toothless' massive speaker system playing some of his favourite music. It was great because there were speakers wired throughout the entire house. Fortunately most people would be at work so Hiccup wasn't likely to get a noise complaint. He started by dusting the entire condo, dancing along to the music like a commercial. Hiccup left no nook, no shelf, and no knick-knack undusted. Then he moved on to vacuum the entire place and Swiffer all of the hard surfaces. Finally, Hiccup searched every wall high and low to find all the scuffs to use the magic eraser on. Hiccup had never had a problem with cleaning, but even so it felt like it went by extremely quickly with the music keeping him entertained.

After he was done, Hiccup moved on to the bathrooms. He left no surface un-scrubbed and un-lemon scented. When Hiccup finally sat down in the living room he noticed it was four o'clock. He also noticed he had a text message alert on his phone.

**Hey, hope you haven't been bored all day without me. Just letting you know I'll be home around 6:30 in case you want to do something.**

Hiccup realized that by the time Toothless would return he would have been out working for at least twelve hours that day. He may have spent a good chunk of the day cleaning, but that didn't stop him from getting a burst of energy from his next idea. He was going to surprise Toothless with dinner for when he got home. Jumping up he ran over to the kitchen to come up with an idea.

* * *

><p>When Hiccup started cooking, he decided to flip on the television so that it wouldn't seem so quiet. He flipped on the news right as they were doing the weather. He listened to several news stories with things ranging from protests over the destruction of a park to the latest scandal at the mayor's office. One story that really caught his attention was that of a store owner who had been shot several times in the leg during what was called an attempted robbery. It caught Hiccup's attention mostly because Hiccup knew the store. It was a local convenience store that Hiccup went to a few times before the owner's rude attitude finally made him stop. It was actually just around the corner from the condo. Regardless, Hiccup continued his cooking.<p>

He had it timed perfectly. Now all he needed was Toothless to be right on time. Seeing how he always was Hiccup didn't doubt he would be walking in right at 6:30. Hiccup had set the table and was just taking the food off of the stove. He had made basic spaghetti in a basil tomato sauce. He went with something basic because in reality, he didn't know exactly what Toothless liked to eat yet. While he had been cooking the answer to Hiccup's previous question of why Toothless had such a well-stocked kitchen if he never cooked became obvious: all the food was either stuff that lasted a really long time (like dry pasta and tomato paste) or that could be eaten by itself (like the Greek yogurt or the berries).

It was precisely 6:29 when Hiccup set the food on the table. In retrospect he hoped that Toothless hadn't picked up take-out or that would be awkward. It was precisely 6:36 when Hiccup became concerned. Normally six minutes late was nothing, but at every planned meeting he had ever had with Toothless he was never short of exactly on time, every time. At 6:37 he was fiddling with a fork and about to text Toothless, but just before he took out his phone he heard the sound of keys being inserted into the front door's lock and the door open.

"Hey Toothless," Hiccup called from the dining room, around the corner from the front door. "I hope you didn't buy anything because I made…"

Hiccup saw Toothless and stopped talking. Without even realizing, Hiccup dropped the fork he had been holding and gasped. Toothless was on his knees, clinging to the bench by the front door. He kicked the door shut and screamed in pain when he twisted his side. The turn was enough for Hiccup to see exactly why too. Toothless' side was dripping blood, and Hiccup could see the rip in his suit and the red stains. He had quite obviously been slashed with a knife of some sort.

He didn't even need to think as his instincts kicked in. This was one of those times that Hiccup was grateful for his first aid training. He wasn't a doctor but he could help Toothless until they could get to one. Hiccup immediately went straight for the first aid kit under the sink in the main bathroom. When he got back he helped Toothless get his jacket and shirt off so that Hiccup had better access to the wound. Hiccup had started undoing the buttons but Toothless just pushed his hands away and ripped the shirt off, buttons flying in several directions. Hiccup immediately took out the disinfectant wipes and used them on the wound to help prevent an infection. He then covered the wound in some gauze and tried to hold the sides together while exerting pressure. Toothless screamed in pain once more but Hiccup knew what he was doing was for the best.

"Toothless, is this a stab wound? You need a hospital, like now," Hiccup said, trying to keep his voice as calm as possible.

"No, no hospital. Can't leave evidence," Toothless groaned. Hiccup wasn't sure what that meant but he wasn't going to ask for clarification right now.

"Toothless this is a bad wound. We can't properly treat it here. You NEED a hospital, and stitches."

"No, no hospital. But I do have a doctor that owes me." It wasn't ideal, but it was better than nothing.

"Where's your phone? I'll call them."

"No need. Upstairs. 2402."

After instructing Toothless to keep the pressure on and not to move Hiccup bolted for the stairs. He didn't have time to wait for the elevator. He made it to the unit in less than thirty seconds and was immediately pounding on the door. A few seconds later an older male opened the door with an unimpressed look on his face.

"Who are you and how did you get in here?" he asked. "You're interrupting my dinner."

"Downstairs. He needs a doctor. Needs stitches," Hiccup said between pants.

The colour drained from the doctor's face instantly, which gave Hiccup hope that he understood. Without a word, the doctor turned around, grabbed a case from inside the apartment, and said, "Lead the way."

They flew back down the stairs, but when they re-entered the nineteenth floor unit Toothless was nowhere to be found. Fortunately a trail of tiny blood droplets was. If Hiccup hadn't been so concerned for Toothless he would have been upset since he had just cleaned those floors. They followed the trail upstairs and found Toothless struggling to climb up onto his bed.

"Toothless what the heck is wrong with you?" Hiccup screamed. Toothless just let out a grunt as Hiccup and the doctor helped him onto the bed. As soon as he was lying on the bed with his head propped up an a couple pillows the doctor washed his hands in the bathroom and got prepared.

"OK, what happened and what have you done so far?" the doctor asked. When Toothless said nothing, Hiccup piped up.

"It looks like a knife wound. I used some disinfectant wipes and told him to keep pressure on it."

The doctor nodded and turned back to Toothless. "Alright, I have the materials for stitches but I don't have any anesthetic or numbing agent, so this is going to hurt. A lot."

Hiccup got an idea and ran to the kitchen. He grabbed a wooden cutting board (the one not labelled "raw meat") and brought it upstairs. Just before the doctor got started Hiccup gave Toothless the cutting board and told him to bite down on it. He also offered Toothless his right hand, and while he didn't take it at first, he took it by the second stitch. Hiccup was glad he gave him his right hand because he thought for sure with how hard Toothless was squeezing that he was going to break it. But Hiccup stayed quiet through the pain. Right now he had Toothless to worry about, and he was pretty sure Toothless was in more pain than he was.

It took the doctor twenty minutes to do all of the stitches. Toothless needed fifteen of them in the end. It felt like the longest, most silent twenty minutes of Hiccup's life. The only sounds had been Toothless' occasional pained grunts. When the injury was wrapped more sturdily in bandages, the doctor told Toothless to stay still while he spoke to Hiccup. Fortunately he looked like he was going to listen this time.

As the doctor started making his way out, he explained to Hiccup that the knife didn't hit anything vital and that for the next few days he should change the bandages every night and apply some Polysporin. After that he should be fine, but he should avoid strenuous activity for a while. He also gave Hiccup a pain killer pill he did have. Hiccup thanked the doctor for his time as he shut the door after him.

Hiccup was going to go back upstairs, but as he passed by the dining room he quickly made two plates, grabbed a tray to carry them on as well as some cutlery, and returned to Toothless upstairs.

When Hiccup walked into the room, Toothless was in the same spot as when Hiccup left him. At least he had listened to the doctor. Hiccup thought he really should send the doctor a thank you, even if he did owe Toothless.

"Hey. How's it going?"

Toothless managed to let out a chuckle, and that was music to Hiccup's ears. "I'll live."

"Good, then I can say this," Hiccup started as he set the tray of food down on the nightstand. "If you EVER do that again, I will personally finish you off, got it?" Hiccup asked, trying to muster all the intimidation he could. Unfortunately it wasn't very much since Toothless still managed to chuckle at that.

"Yes, Hiccup," Toothless drawled. "Now that smells really good and I haven't eaten yet."

Hiccup shook his head but grabbed a plate and gave it to Toothless with the cutlery before he grabbed his own. Hiccup sat down on the bed on the other side with his own plate and they started to eat. It was a little awkward for Toothless since he was mostly lying down but Hiccup wouldn't let him move right away. He managed to pull it off in the end.

"So, are you going to tell me what happened?" Hiccup asked.

After he swallowed, Toothless said, "It's probably best you don't know."

Hiccup didn't argue. But Toothless' answer didn't stop him from asking his next question.

"Am I allowed to know why the doctor owed you?"

"Sure. A few years back he owed the gang money. He was on the hit list where if he couldn't pay at the next meeting, he would be killed. Personally, while I don't like anyone to be killed, I especially didn't want a doctor to be killed. So, I gave him the money to pay back his debt. In exchange he was never to borrow from anyone but a bank again, and he helps me out if I ever need it. Like today for example."

"So this wasn't the only time he'll owe you if you need it?"

"No. He's basically on call to me whenever he's not at his office."

"Well that's convenient."

"This is really good by the way," Toothless said, effectively changing the subject. Hiccup decided to let it slide.

They finished eating and Hiccup gave Toothless the pill from the doctor. Afterwards Hiccup got up to take the dishes back downstairs.

"Here, I'll help you," Toothless said, starting to move as if he were getting up.

"Oh no you don't!" Hiccup nearly screamed as he hastily put his plate down in order to jump over to Toothless and put his hand on his chest, keeping him down. "That doctor said no strenuous activity, but I'm telling you until further notice you are not getting off this bed."

"But Hiccuuuuuup," Toothless jokingly complained like an eight year old child being punished.

Hiccup was unmoved, responding with a cool, "No."

"Fine, fine, but I'll be bored in here alone."

Hiccup started collecting the dishes once more as he said, "I'll be back in a few minutes. I'm just going to do the dishes, then I'll come right back, OK?"

"You have sixty seconds before I come down looking for you."

"What?" Hiccup asked, confused. He didn't get much of a response though.

Toothless smiled as he started counting backwards, "fifty-nine, fifty-eight…"

Fearing Toothless was serious Hiccup grabbed all the dishes and sprinted downstairs as fast as he dared. He threw all of the dishes into the dishwasher and whatever he couldn't he put in the sink. He'd wash them tomorrow just in case. He bolted back upstairs and re-entered the room right as Toothless hit the number six.

"I'm back," Hiccup panted, "Gods help you if you move."

Toothless laughed, and Hiccup really was grateful that in his current state he could laugh. He walked over to the bed and laid down beside Toothless again. Hiccup reached for the remote and turned on the TV. They settled for watching the Robert Downey Jr. version of Sherlock Holmes.

Part way through the movie Toothless wrapped his arm under Hiccup's neck and around his shoulders, and Hiccup shuffled a little closer into Toothless.

"Hey Hiccup?"

"Yeah?"

"I just wanted to say thank you."

Hiccup was confused. "For what?"

"Everything, but especially today. If it weren't for you I may not have even gone to that doctor downstairs, and who knows what could have happened." As he said this he turned his neck to face Hiccup directly.

Hiccup turned to Toothless and said, "You don't have to thank me. Of course I would do that for you. I don't like seeing you hurt. Quite frankly I was really scared for a while."

Hiccup didn't expect a response, but he especially didn't expect Toothless to ask, "Why?"

Hiccup though carefully on his next answer. He could be safe and just say, "Because you're my boyfriend," but that didn't seem to cover it. This was the man that (with one obvious and understandable exception) had never been anything but nice to him. This was the man that took the time to get to know Hiccup. This was the man that took an interest in his life. This was the man that gave him a place to live when he was thrown out of his old place. This was the man that truly appreciated Hiccup for everything he was. This was the man that Hiccup felt the most comfortable around. Hiccup knew what his answer was going to be.

"Because, I love you."

Toothless suddenly got the largest smile Hiccup had ever seen on him.

"I love you too Hiccup."

Hiccup wasn't really in control of what happened next. It was almost like his body was on autopilot. He started leaning a little closer to Toothless, and Toothless did the same. Hiccup's breathing picked up a little but it stayed under control. When they were just a couple centimetres apart Hiccup's eyes started to close, and a second later Hiccup could feel Toothless' warm lips on his own. For a split second Hiccup was in bliss.

Then he felt Toothless' tongue on his lips. Hiccup's eyes popped open for a split second in surprise, as did his mouth, which opened with an airless gasp from the unexpected move. That was all the time Toothless needed. He let his tongue enter Hiccup's mouth, brushing along his upper teeth and nudging his tongue. Hiccup feared for a moment that they were going too far too soon, but then he decided he really didn't care. This was amazing, and after a few seconds Hiccup pushed his own tongue into Toothless' mouth.

Toothless was pleasantly surprised and turned his head a little more to deepen the kiss. He used his tongue to explore the inside of Hiccup's mouth as Hiccup did the same. At one point, Hiccup brushed his tongue over Toothless' slowly, eliciting a small moan from the man. They continued to kiss and they both lost track of how long they had been at it before they had to stop for air. When they did they were both mildly panting.

Just then, Hiccup felt a wave of exhaustion come over him and he put his head down on Toothless' bare chest. Toothless chuckled and started running his fingers through Hiccup's hair. After another minute or two Hiccup still hadn't moved, and Toothless realized that sleep sounded quite appealing right now. He grabbed the TV remote by his side, turned off the TV, and turned off the lights. He gave Hiccup a quick kiss to the top of the head, whispered a quiet, "I love you," and went to sleep himself.

* * *

><p><strong>What the heck is a kiss? How do you even? I don't even know...I hope it wasn't entirely awful. If it was, well, this was the longest chapter in the story so far so enjoy that XD<strong>

**Next chapter: On or before December 23**

**Toothless is strong, but he still needs more painkillers! The more people review, the stronger the painkiller he gets. Please don't let poor Toothless suffer...**


	17. Chapter 17

**MERRY CHRISTMAS EVERYONE! And for those of you who don't celebrate, HAPPY WHATEVER-DOESN'T-OFFEND-YOU EVERYONE! Here, have a chapter!**

* * *

><p>When Toothless awoke the next morning, two things were different from when he fell asleep: Hiccup wasn't there, and he was under the covers. Without moving he pulled out his phone and checked his messages. There was one text, and when he unlocked his phone he saw it was from RD.<p>

**Heard it went sour. Did you leave evidence? Were you hit?**

Toothless knew better than to ignore a text from RD, so he immediately punched out a response. It was short and to the point since that was the best way to communicate with the man.

**No evidence. Stabbed, fifteen stitches.**

It wasn't thirty seconds before the response came. RD was many things, and one of them was definitely efficient.

**Good. One week.**

Well, at least one week was better than last time. Glancing at the date on his phone, Toothless saw he'd have until Monday to get the money. That was plenty of time, so for now Toothless figured he'd get up and enjoy his free time.

That was a mistake. Toothless hadn't noticed that there was a little bell right next to his ankle, and as soon as his leg moved it knocked it over. Toothless froze, and as soon as it hit the ground and rang there were frantic footsteps up the stairs. Fewer than five seconds had passed between the bell hitting the ground and Hiccup flying into the room.

"And what do you think you're doing?" Hiccup asked with his arms crossed.

"Um, getting up?" Toothless responded.

"Oh no you don't," Hiccup said walking over to Toothless and pushing him back down. "You're not going anywhere today. I don't care if I have to superglue you to the mattress, but for the next twenty-four hours you are not leaving this bed. Got it?"

"Seriously?"

"Got it?" Hiccup asked, a little more forcefully this time.

"Yes," Toothless said, defeated. Clearly the expression should be 'hell hath no fury like a Hiccup scorned'.

"Good. Now that you're up I'll go get you something to eat."

As Hiccup walked out, Toothless glanced at the clock. It was already past noon. He couldn't believe he had slept that long. Oh well, nothing he could do about it now. He turned the TV on to some stand-up comedy show while he waited for Hiccup to return.

Hiccup returned rather quickly, in his hands a peanut butter and jelly sandwich, some scrambled eggs, and a glass of orange juice.

"You're not eating anything?" Toothless asked.

"I already ate."

Toothless nodded in understanding as he took the food from Hiccup. Before he started though Hiccup helped Toothless push himself up into a properly seated position.

"I'm sorry it's not much, but I didn't realize how much of the stuff in the fridge was actually past expiry. I didn't realize when I went out last so I didn't buy everything. I was actually hoping to talk to you about that." Hiccup said, having given Toothless back his debit card since last time.

"I'm two steps ahead of you," Toothless started, putting the sandwich back on his plate. "Just let me get my…" Toothless stopped talking when he reached for his pants pocket, only to find out he had no pants on. Cautiously lifting the blanket, he saw he was clad only in his boxers.

Toothless turned to Hiccup, but before he could say anything, Hiccup started to explain.

"Let's just say you can't control your bleeding very well. They're at the cleaners downstairs."

Even Toothless had to chuckle at that one. Although he was amazed Hiccup got his pants off of him without waking him. The pain medicine really must've done a number on him. He mentally noted not to take it again if it knocked him out like that.

"And don't worry," Hiccup continued after a brief moment, "I told him it was my blood and it happened because my nose started to bleed after I sneezed really hard."

"Smart and sexy, I know how to pick them." Toothless said.

Hiccup blushed a little at the complement, but to distract from the red tinge of his face he asked, "What were you looking for before your discovery?"

"My wallet."

Hiccup walked over to the dresser and picked Toothless' wallet up off the top of it before heading back to the bed. Toothless took the wallet and after a moment pulled out a card which he handed to Hiccup.

"You're giving me one of your credit cards?" Hiccup asked, confused.

"Look closer."

Upon further inspection, Hiccup noticed it wasn't Toothless' name printed on the new Visa debit card, but his own.

"It's connected to my account, but it's your card," Toothless explained. "You can put whatever you need to buy on that card. Or whatever you want for that matter."

Hiccup was stunned. He had to admit though, he felt a little bad that Toothless was trusting him so much as to give him his own debit card attached to his account while he was secretly taking some of his money as a fail-safe.

"Oh, wow, Toothless, are you sure?"

"Of course I'm sure," Toothless responded, "Besides, you're going to have to go places without me eventually, am I right?"

"You're right, there are places I need to go, but they can wait until tomorrow. Until then I need to keep my eye on you so I can make sure you don't move."

"Ugh, fine. But you'll at least keep me company, right?"

Without a word Hiccup walked around the bed and sat down next to Toothless, who immediately put his arm around Hiccup's shoulders. If he had to stay in bed for a while, he could do it with these conditions.

"Oh, and Hiccup, there is something you should know."

"What's that?" Hiccup asked.

"Well, word travels fast among the faction leaders, so odds are that they already know I've been injured. And we all sort of stick together, so there is a good chance that all five of them may come over here today. In fact I'll practically guarantee it." Hiccup tensed a little at being in the same place as all of those people at once, but he hid it well as Toothless continued. "When they come you can just stay in your room when I go to get the door…"

It was here where Hiccup interrupted, saying, "Oh no, you are not leaving this bed. I don't care, I am going to answer that door and they can come up here."

"Hiccup, think logically. If you answer the door how am I going to explain you being here?"

Hiccup had thought about this exact type of situation ever since he had moved in, so he had his answer prepared. "Toothless, I've actually thought about that. When I moved in with you, and even more so when I became your boyfriend, I accepted that there are limits to how long you'd be able to hide me for. I also figured that the less time you hide me for the less reason any of them would have to be angry. I'll just have to hope none of them take an instant dislike to me."

Toothless looked Hiccup straight in the eye when he asked, "Hiccup, are you absolutely sure about this?"

"I am," Hiccup said.

With that, Toothless embraced Hiccup in a hug and gave him a quick peck on the lips before pulling away.

"Alright then. Now before they get here I should probably change into something a little more decent."

"I'll get something for you. You finish eating."

After a couple minutes Toothless had finished eating and Hiccup had managed to help Toothless get dressed without moving from the bed. Then, as if it was planned, as soon as Toothless was dressed the doorbell rang. At the sound they both turned to look at each other.

"Last chance," Toothless warned.

"Stay," was all Hiccup said. He then continued to drop off the dishes in the kitchen and walk to the front door. With a deep breath he opened it.

Hiccup was impressed that he managed to keep a straight face. Toothless had said they'd all stop by, but Hiccup didn't expect them to all come at once. When he opened the door he was immediately face to face with a blonde woman in a green and blue dress. Fortunately she was the first to speak because Hiccup had no idea what to say.

"Oh, you must be Hiccup. I'm Stormfly. I assume Toothless is up in his room?" Hiccup just nodded and she turned to the people behind her to continue. "Alright people, this is Hiccup. Make nice." Turning back to Hiccup she added, "It's nice to officially meet you." Hiccup gave a small smile and she walked in. The others behind her followed one at a time, introducing themselves.

First in was a set of twins that Hiccup recognized as the people Toothless was sitting with when they'd had their awkward meeting at Katz's Deli. They introduced themselves as Barf and Belch. They were both wearing the same green and yellow suit Hiccup remembered from the deli and they were both surprisingly skinny.

"I'm Barf, and this is my brother Belch," said the twin on the left.

"Hey, I wanted to introduce us!" said the one on the right.

"Yeah? Well you should've spoken up sooner."

"I was about to but then you opened your fat ugly mouth."

"Well yours is fatter and uglier!"

"We're twins you moron."

The two then started to walk further into the condo, still bickering and occasionally shoving each other a little. Hiccup had to work to keep his chuckle in.

Next was a shorter, heavier set woman wearing a brownish pant suit. In her hand Hiccup noticed a package of Pop Rocks. She gave Hiccup a large smile that made him feel a little more at ease.

"Hi there, I'm Meatlug," she said in a soft voice that could be called calming. "It's nice to meet you. I've heard about you from Stormfly. If Toothless gives you any trouble you just let me know and I'll put him in his place for you," she said, and Hiccup just nodded and smiled. She seemed far too sweet to be involved with all of this.

The last person was a man who was quite tall and lean, but he was the kind of person you just knew was strong physically. He wore a maroon coloured suit. The way he carried himself intimidated Hiccup the most out of anyone, but he had kind eyes.

"I'm Hookfang. Nice to meet you." Short and to the point, but he seemed nice enough to Hiccup.

They all followed Stormfly upstairs. Hiccup was actually quite pleased with how well that went, even if he didn't actually say anything. Everyone seemed nice enough. The only thing that irked him was that Stormfly seemed to know who he was and that she was spreading news of him around. And it seemed as if she was expecting him. He'd have to ask Toothless about that later.

After closing the door and watching them disappear upstairs, Hiccup silently followed. He wasn't sure what to do with himself, and while he was pretty sure he shouldn't eavesdrop on the conversation, his curiosity got the better of him.

Hiccup crept up the stairs after he heard the door close. Making sure to avoid the squeaky first step, he made sure he was entirely silent.

"Hiccup seems nice enough Toothless. Although he seemed a little surprised. Did you not tell him we were coming?" Stormfly asked.

"Well he didn't know you knew who he was before just now, so you using his name down there may have startled him a little. I hadn't told him that you were stalking us. I just hope he's not mad at me thinking that I've been mentioning him to everyone."

So that's how Stormfly knew his name. Hiccup should have suspected that even Toothless couldn't keep him entirely secret. Of course he would be followed at all times. He couldn't get mad at Toothless for that.

"Well I think he's kind of cute," said Meatlug.

"So how are you feeling?" asked Hookfang.

"Trying to change the subject?" Toothless asked, and Hiccup could hear the smile in Toothless' voice. "Hookfang, are you jealous of my boyfriend?" With that, everyone (except Hookfang, Hiccup assumed) laughed. "But I am feeling better, thank you. There is still some pain when I move but Hiccup won't even let me out of the bed so I don't have to worry about that right now."

"He won't let you out of bed?" asked one of the twins.

"Wow, you're whipped!" cracked the other.

The men in the room (except Toothless) all laughed, until Hiccup heard three sharp smacks and three groans. It was Meatlug that spoke next.

"There is nothing wrong with listening to the person you're with! In fact, Hiccup's right. Toothless shouldn't be moving for a while."

"Thank you Meatlug," said Stormfly. "But Toothless, I would like to know how you ended up in this situation."

Toothless sighed. "There's not much to say. I went for RD's money at the store, the owner pulled a knife, I tried to remain civil but he slashed at me, so I shot him in the leg and got out of there."

It was here that Hiccup stopped paying attention. A store owner, shot in the leg, where had he heard something like that before? Then it hit him: the newscast on the night Toothless came back injured. It had mentioned a store owner that had been shot in the leg, and it was breaking news so it would have just happened. The reporter had barely even gotten to the scene. As to how that made breaking news in New York Hiccup didn't get, but it didn't matter now. Hiccup was too busy trying to reign in his racing mind. What if they connected Toothless to this? He remembered Toothless said not leaving evidence was his specialty but this was clearly a special situation. Hiccup knew Toothless said he didn't want to take in someone else to help him, but he couldn't help but think that if he had had someone with him that things may have turned out differently.

Hiccup didn't realize just how long he had been thinking, but it must have been a while as suddenly he heard farewells being said from within the room. He bolted down the stairs as quickly as he could while being silent, again avoiding that bottom step. He jumped over the back of the couch and turned on the television, which turned on to the news channel fortunately.

Not a few seconds later, he heard the footsteps of everyone coming down the stairs. He looked over the couch to pretend like he had just noticed, and everyone waved to him on their way past. Everyone, that is, except Stormfly. As everyone else walked out the door, Stormfly walked directly up to him.

When she stopped at the back of the couch, she leaned in close and said, "Toothless had no idea at the time that I knew about you two. Don't be mad at him. And next time, if you want to listen to the conversation, you can come in to the room. No need to eavesdrop." With a wink, she left too.

Hiccup was dumbfounded. How had she known? Did she hear him? He hadn't even heard himself! She must've been as good as Toothless. Hiccup was even less surprised now that she had known about them already. But regardless, that was in the past now. After the front door closed for the last time, Hiccup turned off the television and went back upstairs to Toothless.

* * *

><p>Toothless stayed in bed for the rest of Tuesday at Hiccup's request, except of course for the occasional bathroom trip. Toothless was left alone for about half an hour when Hiccup ran out to replace the stuff from the first aid kit and grab a few quick groceries (and add some money to his fail-safe fund unbeknownst to Toothless), but he decided that he shouldn't push it; Hiccup may magically know he moved for a reason other than the bathroom somehow.<p>

On Wednesday, he was allowed out of bed but Hiccup refused to let him go down the stairs. That limited his physical activity to walking around the upper level. Toothless didn't understand that logic at first, but he listened nonetheless.

On Friday, however, he finally understood. Friday was the day that Hiccup allowed Toothless to do the stairs for the first time. When Toothless started the stairs, he realized how much pain it caused. The wound really was on the worst part of his side. He finally made it down, but he didn't go back up until he had to at the end of the night. After helping him down the stairs in the morning, Hiccup had run out to restock on cleaning supplies, as well as to add to his secret cash fund once more.

On Saturday Toothless spent the day watching television, but Hiccup made his first trip to the bank. He had finally saved up a decent amount of money from the cash back scheme (at least enough for a cheap room for a few nights if he needed it) and decided to put it in an account. He had considered just keeping the cash, but he figured that a card would be easier to keep hidden than several hundred dollars. Fortunately he found an offer at a local credit union that had a low enough minimum balance that he wouldn't have to worry about a service charge. And just to make sure to keep his plan a complete secret, he made sure that all communications including statements would be emailed to him, rather than mailed traditionally. That night he hid the card in the same place he had hidden the cash: under one of the legs of his bedside table.

When Sunday finally rolled around, Toothless knew he had to go out again for RD. After all, the deadline was the next day. Toothless made sure that Hiccup would have no idea what was going on; he didn't want Hiccup to worry. They spent the entire day together, but at six Toothless decided he couldn't put it off any longer. He waited until Hiccup started doing the dishes from dinner.

"Hey Hiccup, I'm going out for a little bit."

"Where are you going?" Hiccup asked. His voice didn't seem to show any concern, and that made Toothless feel better. The last thing he wanted was for Hiccup to be worried.

"Just to the post office," Toothless lied. "I need to go check my PO Box."

"Alright, see you soon."

With that, Toothless left. When he got down to street level, he looked to the right where he would be walking if he was headed to the post office, but he turned left. It took him precisely three minutes to walk to the convenience store. When he walked in, the owner immediately turned hostile.

"You again? What are you doing here? Get out of my store!" the owner practically screamed.

"I'm just here to get the money you owe."

"I owe nothing!"

"Come on, I don't want this to get violent."

"That's what you said last time!" the owner said forcefully before he came around the counter, showing off his leg in bandages.

"I was just defending myself," Toothless stated, voice even.

"Yeah? Well defend yourself from this!" the owner yelled as he pulled a baseball bat from just around the corner. He swung it at Toothless who ducked while simultaneously trying to pull out his gun. Unfortunately the twisting motion irritated his injury, and that made him pause for a moment. That pause proved fatal as he didn't have time to defend himself from the uppercut that the owner threw with his other hand. It was surprisingly strong and Toothless went flying backwards. The owner must have swung the bat with his less dominant hand expecting Toothless to dodge, and then hit him before he could recover.

On the floor, Toothless put his hand to where he thought his gun was, but he most have removed it before the punch and dropped it when he was knocked back. When Toothless looked, it was in the hand of the store owner. Toothless knew this was a bad situation. He should have just waited until the injury was better and dealt with RD himself.

"I'd ask if you have any last words," the owner started as he took the safety off, "but men like you don't deserve that dignity."

Toothless braced himself as he heard the gunshot.

* * *

><p><strong>The End...KIDDING! There's nothing quite like the gift of a cliffhanger. Enjoy! XD<strong>

**french girl: Bien sûr plus, toujours plus, jusqu'à la fin de l'histoire! **

**Jayalaw: I just wanted to let you know that the one shot you gave me the idea for is done. However, I am going to delay posting until after chapter 19 because there is an interaction I have planned for that chapter that I want to put in the one shot as well. So it'll be up early January :)**

**DragonDude23: Due to what I said to Jayalaw above, your idea has been pushed up. It should be up before the next chapter!**

**Next chapter: On or before December 30**

**I don't want a lot this Christmas, there is just one thing I need**

**I don't care about the presents, underneath the Christmas Tree**

**I just want this for my own, more than you could ever know**

**Make my wish come true, all I want for Christmas, is reviews :)**


	18. Chapter 18

**So who loved the cliffhanger from last chapter? XD Wouldn't I be awful if I did a chapter that didn't even touch on Toothless right now so you have to wait ANOTHER week? LOL just kidding, I wouldn't do that to you :) I hope you like the resolution of the situation.**

* * *

><p>"Hey Hiccup, I'm going out for a little bit."<p>

"Where are you going?" Hiccup asked. He was so happy that Toothless had been listening to him in regards to resting over the last few days. And while he had no problem with Toothless going for a walk with the progress he'd made, it seemed odd that Toothless was just announcing this randomly.

"Just to the post office," Toothless said. "I need to go check my PO Box. I'm expecting a delivery."

"Alright, see you soon."

As soon as the door clicked shut, Hiccup's eyes narrowed and he stared at the door. He knew Toothless was lying. Over the last week and a bit, Toothless had told Hiccup everything to the point where Hiccup felt like he had lived with Toothless for years. He had even mentioned the trick for getting the television and the digital box to turn on with the push of only one button. Why wouldn't Toothless have mentioned something as trivial as a PO Box? And Hiccup couldn't accept that he had just forgotten to mention it because Toothless never forgot anything. And he left nothing out either. He had even mentioned his safety deposit box at the bank. But he didn't want to blatantly call out the lie. If he had, he may not have had this opportunity to discover exactly why Toothless was lying to him.

Hiccup figured that it may be trouble, but he just couldn't let an injured Toothless do something stupid on his own. The man would kill himself without Hiccup. How he had survived until this point started to surprise Hiccup. Before he walked out the door though, Hiccup scrambled around looking for something to defend himself with just in case. Fortunately the first place he looked was the drawer in the table at the front door, and lying inside was a loaded handgun. Putting it in his pocket he checked the peephole and saw the elevator door closing behind Toothless.

Hiccup opened the door and raced to the stairs. He flew down the nineteen flights in record time and waited behind the door to the lobby. Fortunately there was a small window in the door, and Hiccup watched Toothless come out of the elevators with a few other people and head towards the doors. When he got there, he did look right and Hiccup thought maybe he was going to the post office, but he went left instead.

Hiccup left the staircase and followed behind Toothless. He always stayed at least a few people back just in case Toothless turned around. Eventually, Toothless stopped and walked into a convenience store. When Hiccup noticed which one, he froze. It was the same one that was on the news all those days ago, where Hiccup was pretty sure that Toothless had gotten his injury.

Sure enough, when Hiccup stood just out of sight around the corner, he could hear yelling from within the store. He couldn't quite make it out, but when he looked, he cringed. Toothless had a pained expression on his face, right before the store owner punched him and his gun went flying. Hiccup was in shock as the owner picked it up and started to point it at Toothless. He had to do something. He couldn't let Toothless get shot.

Wondering what to do, Hiccup remembered the gun in his pocket. Pulling it out, he really didn't want to use it. But if the man was going to kill Toothless what choice did he have? Hiccup took off the safety and silently opened the store's door. Maybe the owner would just throw it back at him. Maybe Hiccup wouldn't have to shoot.

"I'd ask if you have any last words, but men like you don't deserve that dignity."

When Hiccup heard the other gun's safety being released, he knew he had no choice. He lifted his own gun, pointed, held his breath, and pulled the trigger.

The bang made him flinch and he instinctively closed his eyes. What he saw before him when he reopened them shocked him. With a wide eyed expression on everyone's face, the store owner fell over, dead.

"Toothless!" Hiccup called before opening the door further to run up to him.

"STOP!" Toothless yelled so loud it made Hiccup jump. Nonetheless, he obeyed even though he was scared and just wanted to be next to Toothless.

"What's wrong?" Hiccup asked, concerned something else could go wrong.

"The camera hasn't seen you yet. You come any further in and it will. Just stay there," Toothless said as he got up. But instead of walking over to Hiccup, Toothless went to the cash register and pried it open, taking several hundred dollars. This confused Hiccup.

"Toothless, what are you doing?"

"This is money he owes, and I have to get it before tomorrow. Something tells me it would be much harder to get it tomorrow morning."

Just then, Hiccup started to hear sirens wailing in the distance.

"Toothless, the police are coming, can we please go?"

"One more second," Toothless said calmly before walking into the back of the store. Hiccup really wished he'd hurry up.

A few seconds later, Toothless came back carrying a small tape. Hiccup was confused at first, but then he realized it must have been the footage from the security camera. If he was going to take it anyways, what did it matter if Hiccup had entered the store? He decided now wasn't the best time to argue about that.

When Hiccup paid attention again, he realized that the sirens sounded like they were only a block away. This would be hard to explain if they were seen so close to a crime scene. Toothless and Hiccup started a brisk walk away from the store, but after only a few steps a Lincoln came to a screeching halt on the street beside them.

Hiccup was nervous at first, but was relieved when the window rolled down to reveal Gobber in the front seat. Then he realized his father may be in the back and his nervousness came back.

"Need a lift?" Gobber asked. When he saw their hesitation he added, "Stoick's not in here."

Not wanting to reject a quick getaway, Hiccup pushed Toothless into the back seat of the car and Gobber floored it.

"So Hiccup, how has life been?" Gobber asked, glancing in the rear-view.

"Uh, fine, I guess."

"I see you're being careful and staying out of trouble." Gobber cracked, but no one laughed. "I guess that mob class you were taking at the university really was more important than I thought."

Hiccup did chuckle at that one, memories of all his conversations with Gobber regarding that class returning. But a few seconds later something hit him.

"Gobber, what exactly were you doing in the area?" Hiccup asked.

"Oh, well, I was taking the car in for service when I saw you. Thought I'd stop since I saw you on the side of the street and you looked like you'd just seen a ghost." Hiccup was relieved that was all Gobber thought, until he added, "Plus you're carrying that gun which can't be a good sign."

Hiccup immediately looked at his hand and realized he was indeed still holding the gun. Quickly putting it in his pocket, Hiccup responded with a nervous laugh.

"Don't worry, I'm not going to tell your father. Like I said before, you're an adult now. You'll make your own choices. I just hope you'll be careful and make the right ones. Now, where are you two headed?"

"Right here is fine," said Toothless, perhaps a little too bluntly.

"Yeah, this is fine Gobber, thank you," Hiccup confirmed.

"Alrighty then. Nice to meet you, Toothless," Gobber said as he came to a stop.

Toothless gave a nod as he and Hiccup got out of the car. When Gobber drove off, Toothless put his arm around Hiccup and together they walked the last block and went up the elevator.

* * *

><p>Toothless was quite impressed with how Hiccup was dealing with having just killed someone, until the apartment door closed. As soon as the door clicked shut and he no longer felt like he needed to maintain a cool composure for the outside world, Hiccup fell to the floor like a limp rag doll, body racked with sobs as the adrenaline wore off. Without even having to think, Toothless leapt for Hiccup and caught him before he actually hit the ground. He held him close as the sobs continued to come.<p>

Toothless tried to calm Hiccup by whispering some sweet nothings, but it didn't seem to work. So, Toothless picked Hiccup up bridal style and carried him up to his room, enduring the mild pain still resonating from his side.

Toothless laid Hiccup down on his bed and immediately lied down next to him, his arm around him and holding him close. Toothless knew exactly what Hiccup was going through, having experienced the same thing after his own first kill. He just wished that someone would have been there for him, so he was glad that he could be here for Hiccup.

It took Hiccup several more minutes, but eventually the sobs started to subside. He was so grateful that Toothless was there for him. He leaned into Toothless even more and they sat there in silence for a while. Hiccup put his head on Toothless' chest and was calmed by the rhythmic thumping of his heartbeat. When his breathing normalized, Toothless figured it was safe to start a conversation.

"Hey, how're you feeling?" Toothless asked gently. He didn't want to aggravate any sensitive emotions.

"About as well as you can feel after killing someone." Hiccup responded. While Hiccup said it in a voice that sounded flat, Toothless could still hear the twinge of sarcasm hidden in the background, and that gave him hope that the old Hiccup would be back sooner rather than later.

"It's OK. It's natural. I remember the first time I had to kill someone."

"Can you tell me about it?" Hiccup asked, twisting his head a little on Toothless' chest.

"Are you sure you want to?"

"Yes," Hiccup replied, his hand resting on where Toothless' scar was. Toothless felt a twinge of pain but it wasn't much, so he kept silent.

"Alright then," Toothless started. As he did, he subconsciously started to run his fingers through Hiccup's hair. "I was seventeen. I had been working directly under RD since I was too young to become a faction leader. He still had me doing money runs though. I was sent out to collect the money that was due for a loan payment. If they couldn't pay, they died. I wanted so badly for the person to have the money. I met up with them on a cold night, in a dark alley in Queens. It was suspiciously quiet that night. There were no sirens, no cars honking, nothing. It was also perfectly clear and calm. There was no wind and not a cloud in the night sky. When I met up with them, they didn't have the money. Killing them was the last thing that I wanted to do. They begged for their life. I wanted to let them go, but I had to prove to RD that I had killed them. He required a photo of their body, a gunshot wound in the head. So, I had no choice. The adrenaline kept me going at first, but it wore off and I cried too. For a whole day. I felt so alone. And I don't want you to feel that same way."

"Toothless," Hiccup said, voice ascending as he said it. He was touched that Toothless wanted to make sure he wouldn't suffer alone. He lifted his head just long enough to give Toothless a kiss before he replaced it back on Toothless' chest. The sweet moment ended, however, when Hiccup decided to bring up a serious topic again.

"Toothless, I don't want to think about what would have happened if I hadn't been there. I don't like the fact that you are going out and doing this alone." Hiccup said matter-of-factly.

"Hiccup, you know that I can't do anything about that. I can't bring anyone into this. I couldn't be responsible for them. What would I do if something happened to them? How could I live with myself?" Toothless asked. This was an argument that Hiccup had heard before, but this time he had a response.

"Well, what if you could get someone who was already involved in all this? Someone you wouldn't have to do any extra work to watch?" Hiccup asked, lifting his head and sitting up.

"Well, I guess that would be ideal but there is no one…"

"Yes there is," Hiccup interrupted. When Toothless gave him a confused look, he said, "You're looking at him."

Toothless was confused for a second, but then a look of realization came over him and his expression became deadly serious.

"No. No no no. Not happening."

"Why not?"

"Hiccup I'm not going to allow you to be out in danger like that again," Toothless said, voice rising.

"Don't you think I'm already in danger just by living here? By dating you?" The volume of Hiccup's voice increased here as well.

"Yes but here you're safe in the apartment."

"Toothless you do realize that I'm not just going to stay inside all day every day, right? You may not let me get a job, but I am going to have to go outside at some point. I do still need to go to the doctor occasionally. Or shop for the condo. Last I checked, I already do that anyways." Hiccup knew he was raising a valid point here, and he hoped Toothless wouldn't be able to find an argument back.

"Well you don't really need a job since you're just taking some of my money anyways!"

Hiccup paused, and he swore for a moment his heart skipped a beat. He hoped that his sudden nervousness wouldn't be noticed by Toothless. When Hiccup continued, he tried to keep his voice as calm as he could.

"Wh-what are you talking about?"

"Please don't play stupid with me Hiccup. Nothing gets past me. Between the extra money missing from the accounts and the bank card under the leg of your night stand it was pretty obvious." Well, at least Toothless wasn't on the verge of screaming anymore.

"How did you…" Hiccup started before Toothless interrupted.

"The table isn't perfectly level. I have an eye for these things. But don't try to change the subject. Just tell me why?" As Toothless said this his expression was stoic, but Hiccup could see the hurt and betrayal in his eyes. It made Hiccup's stomach sink and instilled a sense of guilt like no other. He had done this to the man that he loved, and now he had to own up to it. Hiccup decided he was going to tell the truth, regardless of the consequence. After what he had done, Toothless at least deserved that.

Hiccup sighed and started. "Because I was scared."

"Scared of what?" Toothless asked, slightly confused.

"Scared of history repeating itself. What if you threw me out like Stoick did? I'd be stuck in just as bad of a situation. Out on the street with no money and nowhere to go."

"Come here," Toothless said as he wrapped his arms around Hiccup in an awkward hug. "I would never do that to you Hiccup. Even if we fought, we'd find a way to get past it. I would never throw you out Hiccup. I love you too much. Understand?"

Hiccup nodded wordlessly. Both men were on the verge of tears, emotions threatening to spill. Their relationship may have still been young, but already they could not imagine life without the other. They just knew they clicked together, like they were a match made in the heavens. They were star crossed lovers who had been given a chance to make it work.

They sat there for a few minutes, but the original conversation was still unfinished and Hiccup wasn't going to let it drop.

"Toothless, I still don't like you being out there alone." Toothless already knew exactly where this was going, and he still didn't like it.

"Hiccup, I love you too much to let you do this. If anything ever happened to you, or gods forbid I lost you, I don't know what I'd do. I'd never forgive myself."

Softly, Hiccup added, "Don't you think I feel the same way?" There was a pause that lasted several minutes before Toothless responded.

"Hiccup," Toothless started in a voice that Hiccup thought was going to start another argument. "If I let you work with me, I have one condition that you must obey. I need your word."

"Anything," Hiccup said, glad the argument was over.

"If anything ever happens, and I tell you to leave or do something you don't want to do, you have to do it no questions asked. No hesitation. Even if that means leaving me in danger. Do you understand?"

"But Toothless, I…"

"Do you understand Hiccup?" Toothless interrupted with a little more force. Hiccup had a feeling that this conversation would go nowhere until he answered the question to Toothless' satisfaction.

Reluctantly, Hiccup replied with a, "Yes." He really did not want to restart another argument.

"Come here," Toothless said as he pulled Hiccup into a strong embrace. "I love you so much."

"I love you too."

They stayed in that position and silent until they both fell asleep together on Hiccup's bed. Just before he fell asleep though, Hiccup thought about his last few weeks. In the past two and a half weeks, Hiccup had met Toothless, become friends with him, started dating him, and now was working with him. Who knew life could move so quickly?

* * *

><p><strong>There! Now all of your ghosts can stop haunting me from all the people that cliffhanger killed :P But yeah, Hiccup is a murderer O_O But it was self defense in his defense.<strong>

**Next chapter: On or before January 6**

**HAPPY NEW YEAR TO YOU ALL IN ADVANCE! Perhaps you could wish me a happy new year with a review? :)**


	19. Chapter 19

**Hey everyone, sorry this is late. I did try to upload it last night but went down and kept giving me an error message whenever I tried to leave the homepage. But it's here now!**

**Also, I wanted to thank the people who have been giving me ideas for my series of one shots that relate to this story. Without you guys (and girls) I wouldn't have known what people wanted to see written. And in addition, for those following TUS it will be updating twice in the next few days :)**

**OK, story time!**

* * *

><p>The next morning, Hiccup woke first. When he did, he didn't move a muscle, not wanting to rouse Toothless. He was enjoying the moment, the closeness to the one he loved. Having never had a relationship long enough to get to a point like this, he wanted to savour each moment for as long as he could. Granted this relationship had moved faster than a normal relationship, but that was beside the point now. They were here and Hiccup loved every second of it.<p>

The moment ended though about three minutes after it started. The moment Hiccup had regained consciousness, his head had moved ever so slightly. And with Toothless being as light a sleeper as he was, that was enough to wake him as well. Toothless had wanted to enjoy the moment as well however, so he just pretended to remain asleep. Unfortunately it had to end because Toothless (and by extension Hiccup) had plans that day, and they had already slept in longer than usual.

Wanting to alert Hiccup to his consciousness gently, Toothless started running his fingers through Hiccup's reddish-brown hair. Toothless actually quite enjoyed doing that, mostly because no matter what Hiccup's hair was always so soft and smooth. After a few more seconds of bliss Toothless decided it was time to get the day started.

"Morning Hiccup. Come on, time to get up."

Hiccup groaned in complaint and curled up into a ball on the bed, but when Toothless stood up he straightened out and sat up.

"Why?"

"We have somewhere to go. Come on, get dressed."

"What if I don't want to?" Hiccup asked, doing his best imitation of a child whining. He had a massive smile on his face, thinking his imitation was quite good.

Toothless spun around on his way towards his own room and said, "If you're not dressed by the time I get back, I'll be forced to dress you myself."

"Is that a threat or a promise?" Hiccup asked, now trying to mimic a sexy voice. He failed though and he couldn't stop a chuckle at the end.

"Just get dressed," Toothless laughed as he walked out of the room.

Hiccup picked out his clothes but just before he started getting dressed, he heard the water running in Toothless' bathroom. Deciding a shower was probably a good idea, Hiccup quickly jumped into his own and let the cool, cascading water fully wake him up. When he finished he discovered that he had actually finished before Toothless as his water was still running. Hiccup got dressed in a pair of brown jeans and a polo shirt before heading downstairs.

Knowing he didn't have much time before Toothless was done his shower and wanting to have breakfast ready for him, Hiccup quickly started to throw together some scrambled eggs. As he was cooking, he quickly glanced in the stainless steel microwave, and in the reflection he saw a dark, indiscernible shape sneaking up on him. He internally freaked out because the water in Toothless' shower was still running.

Nonchalantly grabbing a knife from the drawer next to the stove, he spun around and screamed, "Stay away from me!"

Jumping back out of surprise, Toothless raised his hands in defence and said, "Whoa whoa, settle down! It's just me!"

"Toothless? What the heck are you doing? I could have stabbed you! Do you want to get hurt again?"

"Hey, I just have to make sure you are on your game. If we are working together you need to be always aware of your surroundings. I must say you did quite well."

"Thank you. Now go turn off the shower water and let's have breakfast," Hiccup said with a satisfied smirk. So he was better than Toothless thought; that was a good thing.

When Toothless returned they sat down to breakfast, and Hiccup finally got to ask why they had to get out of bed that morning.

"Well I have something this afternoon and I don't know how long it is going to take, but I wanted to go somewhere with you first. If you're going to be working with me we need to have you develop some skills."

"What kind of skills?" Hiccup asked, curious and concerned at the same time.

"We're going to the gun range."

"Oh, uh, Toothless I don't think that's necessary."

"Hiccup, I know you had a lucky shot last night, but we can't just go off of flukes. You need to develop that skill in case you need to defend yourself."

"But Toothless, I…"

"No buts," Toothless interrupted. "Now let's get going."

* * *

><p>Hiccup and Toothless piled into the Land Rover and started to drive. At the beginning Hiccup still tried to tell Toothless he didn't need to go, but with Toothless' unwavering insistence, he eventually just gave up. He decided he should bring something up that had to be dealt with though. He didn't want to reopen this wound so soon, but it would have to be done eventually.<p>

"Toothless, about the money thing…" Hiccup started, but Toothless immediately interrupted.

"Keep it. If it makes you feel better, then it's ok with me. Just next time if you have a concern about something, tell me instead of going behind my back, ok?" Toothless asked with a gentile smile. Hiccup was glad to see that Toothless clearly wasn't mad about this anymore.

"Promise." With that, the rest of the ride was silent, except for the music playing softly from the car's radio.

Toothless pulled up to a plain, grey building out in the suburbs about twenty minutes later and the pair entered. Toothless had brought his own gun as well as one for Hiccup, so they immediately headed back to the firing range. Toothless had called in advance and gotten a private range for Hiccup and himself.

The room was long and the same shade of grey as the exterior. Hanging at the far end were two targets, and there were two counters separated by a divider at their end. There were also two pairs of ear protectors.

"Put these on," Toothless told Hiccup as he took out his own gun and handed Hiccup his. After Hiccup put them on, Toothless immediately fired six shots at one of the targets. Four hit the small red zone in the middle, and two hit the yellow zone surrounding it. Toothless, smiling to himself, took off his ear protection, and Hiccup followed suit.

"You need to be good with a gun. When you can match me, I'll consider you ready. Now let's get started."

Before Hiccup could start though, Toothless' phone rang. Hiccup held off for a minute while he answered. Again it was one of those phone calls where Toothless just grunted instead of speaking. When he hung up he turned to Hiccup.

"RD wants to see me now."

"Alright, let's go," Hiccup said, placing his gun down.

"Oh no, you're not going anywhere with me until your gun skills are to my satisfaction. I'll come back when I'm done to check on your progress. That button there replaces the target."

"Wait!" Hiccup said as Toothless started to walk out, "Just watch me do my first round. Please?"

"Alright, just one round, but then I have to go," Toothless said, putting his ear protection back on.

That was all Hiccup needed. Donning his own ear protection and pointing the gun, Hiccup fired off six shots just as rapidly as Toothless had.

Toothless was dumbfounded. Not only had Hiccup matched him, he had beaten him! All six shots had hit the red bullseye. He looked at Hiccup who just stood there with a satisfied smirk on his face, the same one from when Hiccup had passed Toothless' test earlier that day.

"I told you the gun range wasn't necessary," Hiccup joked.

Toothless still couldn't believe it. "Beginner's luck. Do it again," Toothless said as he pushed the button to replace the target. After another quick burst of six perfect shots, Toothless was floored. When he finally regained his ability to form a coherent sentence, he asked, "Hiccup, how did you do that?"

Putting his gun down, he said, "When my mom was alive, she was a cop too. That's how she met my dad. When I was young, my dad started getting promotions, climbing the ranks, becoming more famous and taking on higher profile cases. My mom was worried for my safety, especially because she knew she couldn't be around 24/7 to protect me. So, behind my father's back she made sure I knew how to use a gun with accuracy."

At the end of the explanation, Toothless realized that Hiccup was no longer smiling. Feeling bad that he made him bring up his mother, Toothless wrapped Hiccup in his arms and gently kissed the top of his head. When they separated a few seconds later, Hiccup was the first to talk.

"Well then. Now that I've matched you, I believe we have a meeting with RD?"

"Hiccup, you want nothing to do with RD. You don't want to come."

"But he'll find out about me eventually. And the less we hide the less mad he'll be. Probably."

"Then we'll just keep you a secret."

"Like we did with everyone else? They'll tell him if we don't."

"Hiccup," Toothless said.

"Toothless," Hiccup replied. "I agreed to do all of this because I don't want you alone anymore. What's the point if you're going to go off alone anyways?"

Toothless, unable to find a way to keep arguing that would eventually satisfy Hiccup, finally caved. Hiccup celebrated his victory internally as Toothless picked up their guns and they walked out.

* * *

><p>The car ride to RD's headquarters was another hour away from the city. The entire car ride, however, only consisted of Toothless making sure that Hiccup still wanted to go through with this. Hiccup was set on doing this. He was becoming a part of Toothless' life and he wanted to be there for all of it, not just a part. Or so he had convinced himself.<p>

They were driving down a country road surrounded by fields when Toothless took a right onto a dirt road. There had been trees bordering the main road, but this road was completely clear. The clear weather allowed Hiccup to see for quite a ways in every direction, including directly in front where Hiccup saw an older looking farmhouse. Another thirty seconds and they were pulling up directly in front of the house. Hiccup could tell it used to be painted yellow, but the paint was peeling and damaged so badly in some spots it was hard to tell. Several of the windows on both the first and second stories were cracked as well. All about the building was an aura of creepy that made the house seem like something out of a horror movie. As Hiccup was staring at the house, Toothless reached into the back and grabbed a briefcase before getting out.

With Hiccup sticking right next to Toothless, they walked up the creaky front steps to a porch Hiccup was sure would collapse at any second with the amount of rot he saw. After a few short knocks on the front door, the hinges creaked as it opened. Standing there was a large man that was as large as the doorframe. He wore black fatigue pants and a camouflage tank top. Quickly scanning the two visitors he reached off to the side and grabbed a large, grey, plastic tray.

As Toothless handed the man the briefcase he said to Hiccup, "Put anything metal you have on the tray." Hiccup took off his watch but he wasn't sure if he should give the man his gun. When he saw Toothless do it, though, he figured it was alright. After the man had received all the metal, the door shut again. This confused Hiccup.

"Don't worry," Toothless said, noticing Hiccup's look of confusion, "they are just inspecting the suitcase to make sure there isn't a weapon in there."

"But why did we have to give them all our metal?"

"There is a metal detector in the doorframe."

Hiccup didn't have a chance to respond before the door reopened and they were instructed to enter. Toothless went first, followed by Hiccup. When neither of them set off the alarm, they were given their belongings back (except the guns) and told to head upstairs. The man had a rough voice and was definitely to the point.

Looking around, the inside looked just as rough as the outside. The wallpaper on the walls looked like it was fifty years old; more of it was peeled than wasn't, and the carpet was stained and torn everywhere. Hiccup guessed that three quarters of the lights on the wall were burned out, and he swore he saw a mouse run across the floor. The house smelled even worse than it looked, with a scent Hiccup couldn't quite discern, not that he wanted to. At least the place looked like someone had dusted recently.

As they started walking up the stairs, Toothless turned to Hiccup and whispered, "Last chance."

Hiccup whispered his reply of, "I'm not going anywhere."

They turned right at the top of the stairs and walked up to the last door on the left. With the upstairs looking as bad as the downstairs, Hiccup didn't have much hope for what the inside of the room would look like. What he didn't understand though was why the man with the most power would work in such poor conditions.

Toothless knocked, and a deep voice from within called out, telling them to enter. Toothless pushed the door open and Hiccup followed him in, never leaving his side.

Hiccup gaped when he saw the room. So this was where all of the maintenance efforts for the house went. The room had a vaulted ceiling with a crystal chandelier hanging from it. There was a gas fireplace off to the left beside a closed door, and a wall of shelves off to the right holding various artifacts that seemed to be from different regions of the world and eras. Next to the magnificent desk was a table holding several crystal glasses and a crystal container holding a liquid Hiccup couldn't identify. It was most likely some sort of liquor. The speaker was sitting on a large leather chair that was facing the opposite way, looking out a floor to ceiling window that overlooked the back of the massive property.

"Hello Toothless," RD restarted. "I heard about your little mishap. I trust you are completely healed by now?"

RD's voice really made Hiccup nervous, but he did not regret his decision to be here with Toothless.

"Yes," was all Toothless gave in response.

"Good. And do you have my money?"

Without a word, Toothless walked up to the chair, handed RD the suitcase, and walked back to Hiccup. After a small clicking sound and a momentary silence RD continued.

"Excellent. Good job as always. Now one more thing before you go Toothless. Who's your friend?"

Hiccup was amazed. The man hadn't even turned around. How did he know he was there? It was just like when Stormfly knew he was outside the door. His thought process stopped however when RD started to turn around.

Hiccup would say the man was huge, but that would be an understatement. He was at least eight feet tall and four feet wide. The chair may have completely hidden him, but if he was any bigger it wouldn't have. He was wearing a maroon suit and tie, but the buttons on the jacket weren't done up. He had small, deep brown eyes and an oversized nose. That was all Hiccup had time to notice before RD got up and was standing right in front of him.

"This is Hiccup. He's my new assistant," Toothless said. Hiccup was glad Toothless had spoken; he didn't want to say anything right now.

"Excellent! Glad to hear you've finally taken on some help. I'm assuming you hired him after your little incident?"

Just then RD stepped between Hiccup and Toothless as he was circling Hiccup, and Hiccup had to fight the urge to visibly tense.

"Actually, it was the day before. He wasn't with me at the time, but he did end up probably saving my life." Of all the times to flatter him, Hiccup wished Toothless wouldn't have chosen right now.

"So, you saved the life of my best worker? Well, thank you very much," RD said to Hiccup. Fortunately Hiccup didn't have to say a word as RD immediately turned to Toothless. "I'm assuming you gave him a phone?"

"Yes."

"You know procedure then."

RD turned back to Hiccup and continued examining him silently as Toothless walked up to the desk and scribbled something on a pad of paper. Hiccup stood absolutely still, almost hoping that RD's vision was based off movement. Fortunately Toothless returned to Hiccup's side quickly and put his hand on his shoulder.

"Well, if that's all?" Toothless asked.

"Yes, yes," RD said, waving his hand. "See you next time."

Without another word, Toothless led Hiccup out. They silently continued downstairs, had their guns returned, and walked out to the car. Not a word was said until they were back on the main paved road.

"I told you you wouldn't want to come," Toothless said.

"Well I was going to have to eventually. But what was 'standard procedure'?"

"I had to give him the number for your phone. Whatever you do, don't miss a call from RD. Got it?"

"Got it," Hiccup said, not even questioning Toothless. He was using that tone of voice that you just don't question. They were silent the entire way back to the city.

* * *

><p>When they got back to the city it was just past 3 pm. As soon as they entered the apartment and shut the door, Toothless' stomach gave a massive grumble. Hiccup couldn't help but laugh.<p>

"Hungry are we?"

"I can't help it, we skipped lunch!" Toothless defended. "Are you hungry? I can call for takeout."

"No need for take-out. I'll just make something quickly," Hiccup said as he made his way to the kitchen.

Opening the fridge, Hiccup immediately froze. He may be good, but there was not enough in there for him to work with. Only a couple eggs, some jam, and a jar of pickles were left. He had forgotten his last trip to the store was quick because Toothless was still injured, so he hadn't picked up very much.

"OK, new plan. I'm going to run to the grocery store around the corner, then I'll make something. Do you want anything in particular?"

"I don't think so. But hurry, I'm withering away into nothingness!" Toothless said over dramatically.

"Yeah yeah," Hiccup chuckled as he grabbed his wallet. "I'll be back soon."

Hiccup made his way downstairs and over to the grocery store. It wasn't very large (it couldn't be, it's Manhattan), but it had everything Hiccup needed. Seeing as there was pretty much nothing in the condo, Hiccup decided to pick up a little bit of everything. He went through the vegetable and the meat sections before heading to the canned goods. It was there that it happened.

Turning down an aisle, Hiccup accidentally bumped carts with another shopper. He was about to apologize, but he stopped when he realized who it was. It was Stoick.

"Hiccup? What are you doing here?" Stoick asked. Hiccup was surprised to note an undertone of concern in his voice, but he was still definitely not happy to see the man.

"I'm shopping, what else?"

"I can see that. So, where are you staying son?"

If Stoick thought he could get back in Hiccup's good books by calling him son again, he was sorely mistaken.

"Don't call me that. You lost me as a son when you kicked me out of your apartment," Hiccup said, trying to remain at least calm.

"It's not my fault you started gallivanting around with that man!" Stoick said, clearly becoming angry.

As if on cue, Toothless suddenly arrived. He failed to notice Stoick standing in the aisle and immediately walked up to Hiccup, planting a kiss on his cheek and starting to talk.

"Hiccup! Glad I found you. Could you get… oh, hello Stoick." If Stoick was mad before, he was seething now.

"Toothless? Hiccup, what is the meaning of this?"

Hiccup decided to take this chance to really stick it to his ex-father. "Stoick, I believe you know Toothless. I'm living with him. He's my boyfriend."

Stock turned a shade of red that Hiccup had never seen before. "You're dating this monster? I should arrest him on the spot!" Stoick practically screamed. Toothless was about to speak up but Hiccup beat him to it.

"On what charges?" Hiccup asked. When Stoick had no response, Hiccup continued. "Now if you'll excuse us, we have some shopping to finish."

Stock stepped to the size of his cart and looked directly at Toothless. "How dare you corrupt my son you abomination?" Stoick screamed as he raised his fist. As he moved towards Toothless, Hiccup stepped between them.

"Hold it!" he screamed. When everyone was still, he continued. "First of all, do not call me your son. You never cared that much about me. In fact, Toothless probably knows more about me than you do. Second, if you touch him, we will be forced to press assault charges. I suggest you think this through carefully," Hiccup said, completely calm.

Stoick looked as if he was about to say something, but apparently changed his mind and settled with a simple, "Fine." Stoick huffed before heading back to his cart and walking off.

When Stoick was out of earshot, Toothless turned to Hiccup. "Are you alright?"

"Yeah, I'm fine," Hiccup responded. Hiccup continued up the aisle with Toothless by his side. They picked up the last few items together in silence before heading to the cash register.

"$97.22. Would you like cash back?" the cashier asked.

"Yes," Hiccup started before realizing his mistake. "I mean no! No, sorry," Hiccup corrected. Toothless was a little confused by the exchange, but he said nothing. Neither of them said anything after they paid and left the store.

As they were walking home, Hiccup broke the silence.

"Toothless, do you love me?"

Toothless was shocked to hear the question, but he didn't let it show. Without hesitation, he responded, "Of course I do Hiccup. Why would you ask that?"

"Well," Hiccup said, eyes focusing on the ground, "I can't seem to get what Stoick said out of my head."

Thinking back, Toothless knew exactly what Hiccup meant. Hiccup had told him about this conversation and he knew exactly how to answer.

"Hiccup, look at me." When he didn't, Toothless stopped them both in the middle of the sidewalk and forced Hiccup to look at him. "Don't let what he said get to you. I love you because you are you. I love you because you are kind and caring and gentle, even if you are freakishly good with a gun." Hiccup smiled at that one as Toothless continued. "I love you because of your gorgeous green eyes. I love you because you saved my life by doing whatever it took without thinking twice. I love you because I don't have to hide anything when I'm around you and you accept me for who I am. I love you because you make me a better person."

A light blush was starting to dust Hiccup's cheeks. If their arms hadn't been full of grocery bags Hiccup would have thrown them around Toothless. Instead he had to settle for a smile and an, "I love you too Toothless."

"I know. Now, let's get home. I'm still hungry," Toothless said with a smile.

* * *

><p><strong>So now we've met RD. Impressions?<strong>

**Next chapter: OK I'm actually going to do something different this time. So for many, school has restarted. This includes myself. I have only new courses this semester, so I don't know what the work load is going to be like quite yet. So I'm going to promise JANUARY 17, but it should be up sooner :)**

**Toothless' hunger pains are kicking in. Help distract him from them with fan mail (or any type of mail)! The box below is express post right to him :)**


	20. Chapter 20

**Hey all! I know I said I'd try and get this out earlier and I'm sorry I didn't. I do have a smidge of an explanation at the bottom, and some bad news. But here is the chapter first.**

* * *

><p>During breakfast the next morning, Toothless had mentioned that it was odd he hadn't gotten any calls or messages from RD for the day yet, but he found no reason to complain. As Toothless was watching television in the living room, Hiccup was cleaning up from breakfast. Just as he finished, Hiccup's phone buzzed. He paused for a moment, thinking that only Toothless had his number and that he wouldn't be texting him since he was right there, but then he remembered that yesterday Toothless had given the number to RD. Remembering what Toothless said, Hiccup immediately took the phone out and checked the message.<p>

**We need to talk. Without Toothless. A car will pick you up. Be outside in 5.**

Hiccup would be lying if he said he wasn't a little bit nervous at the prospect of seeing RD alone. But, Toothless did say never to miss a call from RD, and that probably includes texts. After sending back a quick confirmation Hiccup decided he should go tell Toothless what was going on. He hadn't even moved a step before another message came in.

**And don't tell Toothless either.**

This made Hiccup even more nervous. He could feel the beads of sweat start to form on his forehead. He'd really rather Toothless know where he was going to be, but would that make RD mad? He decided that he wanted Toothless to know. How would RD find out that he had told him? Surely Toothless wouldn't tell. Hiccup sent back another quick OK message to indicate he had received the message before addressing Toothless.

"Hey Toothless?"

"Hm?"

"So, um, I'm going to have to go out for a little while."

"Where are you going?" This was it; Hiccup's last chance to follow RD's orders to the letter. He stayed with his stance of wanting Toothless to know.

"RD wants to see me."

Toothless stood up immediately. Hiccup wasn't sure of it was out of concern or a reflex to the statement.

"Alright, let's go," Toothless said while turning off the television.

"No, Toothless, just me." When Toothless gave him a confused look, he continued. "He's sending a car to pick me up."

Toothless was silent for a moment before he responded. "I don't like this. I'll just follow behind you to see what's going on."

"I don't think that's the best idea," Hiccup said, becoming even more nervous than he was before. "RD said I shouldn't even tell you about this."

Toothless' eyes narrowed as he repeated that to himself in his head. He didn't like the sound of this. He knew that it was normal for RD to call to see a leader's assistant, but he had never heard of them being told not to tell their employer.

"Hiccup, I don't like the idea of you going to see him alone. Especially not so soon."

"I know Toothless, but if you come he'll know I told you."

Toothless couldn't find a way around it. Even if he followed the car he may be figured out. RD commonly sent a second car to watch the first car, and there was no way Toothless would be able to figure it out. Plus if he missed the meeting, Toothless didn't even want to imagine the consequences. It went against his better judgement, but he had to let Hiccup go.

"Alright, but take your phone." Thinking for a moment, Toothless added, "If you need to message me, use all lower case letters and I'll know you're fine. If you use even one capital I'm heading over there. And let me know if it's not the same place as yesterday. No text and I'm assuming it is. Got it?"

"Got it," Hiccup replied. He didn't say anything more as he grabbed his phone and gun (just in case), hugged Toothless, and headed out, but he actually thought the message system was a good idea just in case. He sincerely hoped he didn't have to use it though.

In the elevator he took the time to wonder how he was going to know which car it would be. RD had never specified. He figured he'd just look for a car sitting there waiting. Or maybe it would be one of the people that he had seen yesterday and he'd recognize them.

When Hiccup finally got outside of the building, he glanced around. It took him about three seconds before he was able to take an educated guess as to which car was there for him. There was a black Lincoln Continental (seriously, what was it with everyone using that car?), and standing next to it was a larger man about Hiccup's age or maybe a little older.

As Hiccup walked up to him slowly, the man looked up and asked, "Hiccup?" When Hiccup nodded the man continued. "Hi, I'm Fishlegs. So you're the guy who gets to work with Toothless? That's amazing!" Hiccup took this opportunity to cut Fishlegs off. After all, this was not the proper locale for a conversation on this subject matter.

"Hi Fishlegs! Um, maybe we could continue this conversation inside the car?" Hiccup asked, subconsciously placing a hand on the car.

"Oh, right! Your meeting. Don't want to be late for that! Sit up front though, I want to ask you some questions about Toothless."

Hiccup got into the car quickly, not wanting Fishlegs to draw any more attention to them. When Fishlegs got in they took off, and true to his word, he had more questions.

"So, what's it like working with Toothless? How did you meet? Have you gone on a lot of runs with him? Is he nice in casual situations? Did you live in the same condo building already or did Toothless get an extra unit to make sure you were always close by in case he needed you?"

"Whoa whoa, calm down Fishlegs! One at a time!" Hiccup interrupted. He didn't want to be rude, but he could only answer so many questions at once.

"Oh, sorry," Fishlegs said quietly, hanging his head slightly. Hiccup could hear the slight sadness in his voice, so he decided to answer some of the questions. He wasn't upset that he was asking questions, he just needed them to slow down.

"Toothless is nice enough," Hiccup said, not knowing what he should be spreading around and what Fishlegs already knew. "I haven't worked with Toothless very long, and the only run I've been on him was an accident. It was technically before I was working for him." Right after Hiccup said that, he regretted it. That just opened up the floor to even more questions, and Fishlegs took full advantage of the situation.

"What do you mean you weren't working with him yet? You ran into him in the middle of something? Did you help him or were you just a witness?" Fishlegs kept going on, clearly forgetting that Hiccup could only answer so many questions at once. This time, however, instead of interrupting, Hiccup let Fishlegs finish. He wasn't going to answer all of the questions, but rather give a generalized response that hopefully satisfied Fishleg's curiosity without giving away too much.

"Well, actually, what happened was he got injured…"

"Oh, I heard about that," Fishlegs interrupted, but Hiccup carried on like nothing had happened.

"And basically I helped him get out of the situation and get to a doctor. After that, well, I ended up working for him."

"Oh wow, so you guys already sort of had a connection to each other. It wasn't completely random him choosing you of all people to work with. You must really have had an impact on him because he always said he would never take anyone on."

_'You have no idea,' _Hiccup thought to himself, but he remained silent. For the rest of the car ride, the conversation turned a little more personal. Hiccup actually learned quite a bit about Fishlegs, and discovered they had quite a bit in common. In fact, Hiccup thought that they had the potential to become good friends, something he definitely didn't expect to find in the mob.

With a conversation Hiccup was interested in, time seemed to fly. Before he knew it, they had arrived at the farmhouse. Fortunately it was the same place as the meeting yesterday so Hiccup didn't have to worry about messaging Toothless.

When Fishlegs stopped the car, Hiccup moved to get out but noticed Fishlegs was staying in the car.

"Aren't you staying?" Hiccup asked.

"What? Oh, no, I don't work for RD. I work for Meatlug."

"Then why are you driving me?"

"Everyone has to do work for RD. That's just the way it works. I guess Toothless never explained that you'll have to do stuff for him too. In fact, you're probably here to receive a job."

Hiccup didn't like the sound of this, but he couldn't honestly say he hadn't seen this coming. He nodded his head as thanks to Fishlegs for the drive and as soon as the door was shut, Fishlegs sped off. It seemed like he wanted to get out of there quickly, and as Hiccup choked on the dust thrown up by the tires, he hoped that it wasn't a foreshadowing for what was to come.

Hiccup walked up to the building, and was met by the same procedure as last time. The same men in the camouflage tops and black pants, the same grey tray for his metal, and the same door slammed in his face before he was allowed to enter. Same as last time, he was given back everything except his gun after getting past the metal detector and told to head upstairs.

Hiccup could feel himself getting more and more nervous with every rickety step he took. His heartbeat elevated, his palms became sweaty, and he seemed to notice every small creak and sound the house made around him.

Before he knew it, he was outside the office door. He paused, but decided that there was no point in stalling. He was here and it was too late to change the situation. Knocking quickly, he waited until he heard a call from within beckoning him to enter. He entered and walked up to the desk, remaining standing. He had to wait a full minute before RD turned around to talk to him.

"Well, Hiccup, I have to say I'm impressed," RD said as he spun around. After waiting a second to make sure he wasn't interrupting, Hiccup spoke up.

"Impressed about what?" After a moment's hesitation, he added a quick, "Sir." He wasn't sure if that was necessary, but he'd rather not disrespect the man on their first private meeting.

"No need for the formalities, Hiccup. But as for what I'm impressed about," RD continued as he stood up. This made Hiccup even more uncomfortable, but he didn't allow his expression or posture to change. "Is that you managed to get employment with Toothless. He's never had an interest in taking on an assistant, and then there you come out of nowhere."

"Well, we met by chance really."

RD started to walk around to the other side of the desk, eyes never leaving Hiccup.

"Mhm. But that's just the meeting. Why did he connect with you? And the son of the specific police officer on his case no less. Doesn't it seem like there would be ulterior motives there?" At this point RD had started on a circuit just around Hiccup rather than the whole desk.

Hiccup had to focus some energy on not letting that whole question in his relationship resurface. He knew that Toothless legitimately loved him. They had been through this before. If anyone here had an ulterior motive it was RD, and Hiccup was not going to succumb to whatever game RD was trying to play.

"No, I don't believe so."

"But how can you be so sure?" RD asked. RD had officially stopped his pacing, and while Hiccup was not looking him in the eye he could feel RD's stare boring into him.

"Toothless and I connected before I knew who he was. We both had bad pasts and we connected through that." The moment that those words left Hiccup's mouth he regretted it. He forgot that he was talking to the man that effectively raised Toothless. Granted he had his real parents taken away from him, but still. Fortunately, RD seemed to ignore that part of the sentence.

"And your relationship with him now, how would you describe it?"

"Good friends?" Hiccup said, but it really came out as more of a question. He still couldn't figure out what RD was going for here. This clearly wasn't a meeting to give Hiccup a job to do or they probably would have been done by now.

"I find it very hard to believe that he didn't know who you were before you connected. I also find it hard to believe that you are just 'good friends'."

Hiccup was unsettled by this statement, but he continued to hide it.

"I don't understand."

RD backed up a little before starting, and when he did, he exploded. "DON'T PLAY DUMB WITH ME! I KNOW MORE THAN YOU THINK! I WILL NOT HAVE MY BEST WORKER DISTRACTED BY A ROMANTIC RELATIONSHIP!"

Hiccup knew he had no choice but to try and stay calm and attempt a lie.

"This is not a romantic…" Hiccup started, but he never got to finish.

"DON'T LIE TO ME! I KNOW ABOUT THE RESTAURANT, AND THE CLUB, AND THE GROCERY STORE! GUARDS!"

Just then, the two guards that had been guarding the door when Hiccup had arrived burst through the door, and before Hiccup could react they had grabbed both of his arms.

"Take him away," RD said, no longer yelling.

"Wait!" Hiccup called, self-protective instincts taking over and putting an idea in his head. "What if I left Toothless? Just walked out of his life?" Hiccup would never do such a thing, but he would have found a way to make it appear as if he had to RD.

RD seemed to ponder that for a moment before shaking his head and saying, "You know too much. I can't let you leave." After that, Hiccup watched wordlessly as he walked over to one of the bookcases and pulled on a book. Like something out of a movie, the bookcase swung open and revealed a secret staircase going down.

The guards immediately pulled Hiccup by his arms up to the staircase. It wasn't wide enough for all three to go down together, so the guard on his right released him and went in first. The guard on the left then pushed Hiccup into the staircase, and he had to grab onto the wall to prevent himself from falling down. The guard had quickly walked in and sealed the entrance behind him with a click, so Hiccup had no choice but to go down.

They walked down what Hiccup estimated to be about two flights of stairs, placing them in the basement. The lights were fairly dim, but not to the point of impairing vision. As soon as the staircase opened up into the dingy concrete room Hiccup looked around and noticed it looked like some sort of prison. There were metal bars dividing the room into 4 equal sections, each approximately ten square metres. Nowhere in the dungeon was there a window, or even a light well. Hiccup was seized by the arms once more and thrown into one of the cells, the door slamming shut behind him. He heard the clicking of the lock as he got up and immediately went back to the door.

"What, he's just going to leave me here?" Hiccup called after the men as they started back towards the staircase. He received no response however; they just kept walking.

Turning around, Hiccup took a closer look at his surroundings. It looked just like one of the prison cells his mother had shown him when he was really young, with a crappy bed and a metal toilet and sink. Hiccup flopped onto the bed, wondering what to do, when he felt pressure on the side of his leg from his pocket. It was then that it hit him that he had his cell phone.

Pulling it out, he prayed for bars. He mentally cursed when he saw he had none and started waving his phone and holding it in different places to try and find even a single bar. His miracle came when he held the phone as close as he could to the staircase. He got one bar, and that was enough to text.

**SOS. Trapped. Staircase behind bookshelf**

Holding his cell phone back in the spot where he got the bar, he silently prayed that it would go through and that Toothless would receive it quickly. After fifteen seconds of waiting, the tone signifying the message had been sent chimed and Hiccup breathed a sigh of relief. He was then shocked to notice that before he even brought his hand back down his phone vibrated to signify a new incoming message.

**I'm coming**

Well he wasn't expecting a response, but he wasn't complaining. He sat there staring at the phone for a moment when he heard a sound from the general direction of the staircase. Scrambling to put his cell phone away, he sat down on the bed and tried to look inconspicuous.

Not a second later RD came around the corner from the staircase, suit jacket removed from upstairs and a baseball bat in his hands. Hiccup immediately tensed as RD took out a key and opened the door. He considered bolting but where would he go? It would just make RD mad, so he figured he should wait for Toothless. He did stand up however.

"Do you think I'm stupid, Hiccup?"

"Of course not," Hiccup replied, trying to remain calm.

"Then did you not think that I would know if you used your cell phone?"

_'Crap.'_

Suddenly and without warning, RD wound up and swung the baseball bat. Hiccup threw his hands up to try and protect his head, but that wasn't where RD was aiming. RD hit Hiccup's left leg just below the knee with full force. Hiccup stumbled to the floor, and RD just kept wailing on the same leg. With each hit the pain grew worse, but Hiccup couldn't move. After a few hits Hiccup could hear the crack of bone and the pain got even worse. RD landed a few more hits before he stopped, reached into Hiccup's pocket, took his cell phone and left, muttering something about the incompetence of his guards. He locked the cell door once more and Hiccup tried to climb up onto the bed. It caused him copious amounts of pain to move his left leg, but he slowly pulled himself up. Tears had started to roll down his cheeks from the pain, and he wiped them away. There was nothing he could do but suck it up and wait for Toothless to get there.

* * *

><p><strong>Yup, that just happened. Dun dun dun! Except not really :P<strong>

**Now normally this is where I post when the next chapter will be up. Sadly, I can't do that this time. There are a few reasons for this actually. First, I am experiencing a bit of writer's block right now. Second, after the next chapter there will be a large time jump, and I want to make sure that I deal with everything I want to before the jump in the next chapter. And third, school restarted a couple of weeks ago and I have a massive work load. It is more than any other semester I have had, and I really don't have sufficient time to write and proof. So for all of that, I am sorry. I will say the week of February 17 is my reading week, and I will try to have the next chapter up that week if not sooner. I'm sorry that is so far away, but school has to come first. So this story may be on what you could call a hiatus, just for a while though. It's a hiatus that I PROMISE is not permanent. This story will be completed as soon as I can. Until we meet again, I love and appreciate you all!**


	21. Chapter 21

**Hey everyone. I'm so sorry with how late this is. I'll just let you get to it and explain at the bottom.**

* * *

><p>Hiccup awoke to a loud bang the next morning. He immediately scrambled to get up, but he forgot about his damaged leg. Immediately after moving it, he regretted it. The pain that his slumber had so mercifully numbed returned with a vengeance and Hiccup grasped at his leg, seething in pain.<p>

He was momentarily distracted once more when he heard several subsequent, albeit quieter bangs. The first bang he hadn't recognized, but the repetitive bangs were unmistakably gunfire. Then it hit him; Toothless was here to get him. Or at least he hoped that was the case, or he was just a sitting duck.

After what Hiccup estimated to be approximately five minutes, the bangs stopped. Hiccup's heart started to race. What was happening? Had Toothless beat RD? Would he be able to get him out of here? Was he injured? His train of thought was interrupted when he heard someone coming down the stairs. He silently sent up a prayer to every god he could think of that it would be Toothless walking down the stairs. What was seconds felt like hours as Hiccup waited for someone to round the corner. When Hiccup saw who it was, his heart dropped. It was RD, limping but coming for him nonetheless.

RD made his way to the entrance of the cell and unlocked the door. He then pulled out his gun and pointed it directly at Hiccup. Hiccup thought for sure that he was going to pull the trigger, but he didn't.

"You. Upstairs. Now," he seethed, breathing heavy and laboured.

Hiccup obeyed wordlessly, trying not to show off just how much pain he was actually in whenever he put any type of weight on his left leg. Going up the stairs took a little longer than expected, but RD was never pushy as he was hindered by his own injury as well. Hiccup hadn't seen the wound, but he could only assume it was a bullet to the leg.

When they got to the top the bookcase was open, and the first thing Hiccup saw was Toothless. He was injured, had several cuts on his body, and was tied down to a chair, but it was Toothless and he was there. Pain tossed to the wind, Hiccup ran up to Toothless and immediately wrapped him in a massive, slightly awkward hug.

"Toothless, oh my gods, are you ok?" Hiccup didn't know why he asked that, the answer was obviously no, but it just felt like the right thing to say at the time. Before Toothless had a chance to answer however Hiccup had already planted a kiss on his lips.

It ended when RD came up behind Hiccup, grabbed his shirt, and pulled him off of Toothless. Hiccup could hear Toothless' angry growl at being forcibly pulled apart, but there wasn't much he could do. Maintaining his grasp, RD forced Hiccup to stand a few feet in front of Toothless and look at him.

"You were my best, Toothless," RD said, his grip on Hiccup's shirt tightening. "I had such high hopes for you. You were always so tough, ruthless, unforgiving! Then you had to go and let this one turn you soft. I can't have people under my employment becoming soft."

"Nothing about my work has changed," Toothless responded, and as he did so, Hiccup flinched. His voice was pained, even more so than immediately after he had returned home with the knife wound. He wanted to run up to Toothless and do whatever he could to make him feel better, but he was immediately reminded of the hand on his shirt as it jerked.

Hiccup stumbled for just a moment, but before he could recover the hand that had released his shirt was now on his neck, blocking off his oxygen supply. His eyes immediately shifted upwards and his hands flew to his neck, trying to pry off the offending appendages. As Hiccup gasped for breath he heard Toothless shift in his chair, struggling to get up but halted by his bindings, and RD continue talking.

"Yet here you are, attempting to kill me. I can't have threats like you in my operation, and you need to be punished for attempting something like this. So here's what's going to happen. I'm going to kill Hiccup here while you watch, and then I'm going to kill you."

Hiccup immediately stopped squirming and struggling, the words registering with his brain. He wanted to believe that Toothless would save him, that some miracle would occur and Toothless would save the day and both of their lives, but Hiccup couldn't foresee any possible way out of this.

"No!" Toothless screamed, attempting to jump forward once again. "Don't hurt him! If you're going to kill anyone, just kill me and spare him. He's done nothing."

"Tooth…less…" Hiccup choked out, using nearly the rest of the oxygen that had remained in his lungs. As he spoke, a tear started to roll down his cheek.

"No such luck," RD said with a smile that could only be described as evil.

Hiccup closed his eyes as the rest of his oxygen was forced from his lungs and the sound of a gunshot rang in his ears.

* * *

><p>Hiccup felt himself fall to the ground with a thud and seethed in pain. He had landed funny on his leg, exacerbating the still severe pain. However, the fact that he could feel the pain meant that he was still alive. He was wondering if maybe he was dead, just having an out of body experience and watching the rest of the scene play out. However, when he heard two new voices bickering he figured that the less than likely scenario was not playing out. As he tried to focus on the new voices, he heard a thud behind him. Glancing back, he watched RD fall over, a clean bullet hole to the forehead. Glancing forward once more, he saw Barf and Belch were the two voices arguing, and they were untying Toothless.<p>

"You're aim was way off," Barf claimed, waving one hand in the air.

"What are you talking about? It was clearly my shot that hit him!" responded Belch.

"You wish."

"Don't need to; I know."

"You're delusional."

"And you're just plain wrong."

"Guys!" Toothless finally interjected, setting their attention back to the ropes currently restraining him. As soon as they showed any type of slack, Toothless tore them off himself and ran over to Hiccup.

"Toothless," Hiccup smiled as he threw his arms around Toothless' neck when he kneeled down to his level. Toothless didn't even respond before he pressed his lips to Hiccup's in a quick, needy kiss. He pulled away when the twins started to whistle however.

"Hiccup, oh my gods what did he do to you?" Toothless asked, eyes immediately settling on Hiccup's clearly injured leg. It was a multitude of different colours, bent the wrong way at the ankle, and extremely swollen.

"It's ok, it's just my leg and I'm not in that much pain any more" Hiccup lied, but Toothless would have none of that.

"This is my fault," Toothless said softly, eyes downcast. "If I would have just stayed away from you from the start this never would have happened…."

Hiccup interrupted Toothless with another kiss, before saying, "Shush, this was not your fault. And if you would have stayed away I would never have been as happy as I am with you." Toothless smiled a little, but Belch spoke up before anyone else could say anything.

"Hey, Toothless, we REALLY should be getting out of here." Toothless' smile dropped and he donned a serious look.

"Right," he said as he stood up and picked up Hiccup bridal style. Together with Barf and Belch they walked out of the office and down the stairs. Hiccup tried to avert his eyes, but he couldn't help but see at least a dozen people lying dead on the floor as they walked. To him they may have been nameless, but they were special to someone, and now they were dead.

Hiccup didn't dwell on the thought much longer as when they arrived outside, he was greeted by everyone else. Stormfly with Astrid and another blonde girl he assumed to be Camicazi from Toothless' stories, Meatlug with Fishlegs, Ruff and Tuff, and Hookfang with a guy Hiccup actually didn't recognize. He would ask Toothless about them later.

When everyone saw them coming out safe, they all gave a nod and started back into their cars, driving off one by one. Hiccup, still being carried, was brought over to the black Lincoln where he was carefully placed in the front seat. Toothless walked around to the driver's side and as they took off, the conversation restarted.

"Alright, first thing's first. We are getting you to a hospital. But we just have to do one thing first." Hiccup was about to ask what he meant by that, but as they were half way back to the main road he saw everyone from before stopped and out of their cars, facing them. Toothless pulled over as well and stepped out, but did not turn off the car. Looking back to see what everyone was looking at, he suddenly heard a beep. A second later, the sky was alight with a massive fireball, rising towards the sky from where the farmhouse used to be. They all watched the inferno for just a moment before getting back into their cars and starting to drive once more.

As Toothless got back in and they continued on, Hiccup said nothing. He did, however, hear Toothless mumble, "The end of an era."

* * *

><p>Toothless drove a little faster (and more recklessly) than Hiccup would have liked to the hospital, but he understood that he was worried. Plus it probably was for the best that he arrived sooner rather than later.<p>

Toothless found a spot as soon as he pulled into the hospital, and as soon as the car was stopped he ran around to help Hiccup out of the car. Immediately picking him up again, Hiccup blushed a little as Toothless walked him into the hospital. It wasn't busy considering they were in a smaller town outside of New York (they decided they shouldn't go all the way back to the city before they got Hiccup to a hospital) and it was an off hour, so Hiccup got in to see a doctor immediately. Toothless had wanted to stay with him, but he knew that he had to fill out the required paperwork. Fortunately Toothless knew Hiccup had insurance and had taken his card, which he gave to the nurse at the desk. He didn't know how Hiccup afforded it over the years while only receiving an allowance from Stoick, but clearly he had his priorities straight.

When Toothless was finally done with the paperwork almost thirty minutes later he was told where he could find Hiccup and walked through the doors. They had put Hiccup in a room, and that concerned Toothless at first. It was just a broken leg, wasn't it? Toothless glanced at the doors of passing rooms as he walked towards where Hiccup would be. Some rooms had their doors open and he could see people in beds surrounded by family, some were alone, some were sleeping, and some doors were completely closed. The hallway was deserted as Toothless walked, and he picked up the pace until he reached Hiccup's door. Pausing for just a moment in front of the closed door, Toothless reached for the handle only to have the door open before he could reach it.

"Oh, hello Toothless," a voice said. As Toothless looked up, he realized it was none other than the doctor from unit 2402.

"Doctor? I didn't realize you worked out of this hospital now."

"I don't generally. But this hospital is affiliated with mine and they needed some extra doctors for a few days. It may not look like it but this place is actually pretty busy right now. Relatively speaking of course."

"Ah. But how is Hiccup? Is he ok?" The doctor paused for a moment before responding, and it put Toothless a little on edge.

"Perhaps he should tell you himself." Now Toothless was very unsettled. He raced past the doctor and into the room, stopping when he saw Hiccup lying on the bed in a semi-upright position. He was looking at the remote that reclined the bed and had a saddened look on his face that put Toothless in an even worse mood.

"Hiccup?" Toothless said in a small voice, barely audible.

"Toothless," Hiccup smiled ever so slightly as he looked up at the man. Toothless walked over to the bed and hugged Hiccup. As soon as he pulled away, he just had to ask.

"So, what's the diagnosis?" Toothless asked. As he did so, he watched Hiccup's smile fall once more. "It's just a broken leg, isn't it?"

"Well it is, but that's not the whole story. The bone and the leg are so badly damaged that they'll need to," Hiccup started before he paused, not sure how to say the next part.

"Need to what?" Toothless encouraged, needing to know but not liking the sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach that had been worsening over the last few moments.

"They'll need to amputate my left leg just below the knee." Toothless immediately wrapped Hiccup in another hug.

"Hiccup, I'm so sorry. This is all my fault." Toothless said, a tear running down his cheek.

"Shush," Hiccup said immediately. "This was RD's fault and no one else's. Now let's move on. I've scheduled the surgery, and they've put me in for tomorrow. I have painkillers until then, and my insurance will cover the surgery and a wheelchair."

"No, no wheelchair. We'll get you a prosthetic." When Hiccup looked like he was about to argue, but Toothless continued. "I'll pay for that since the insurance won't. It's the least I can do."

They finally pulled back from their hug, and Hiccup's stomach let out a massive grumble. Both men looked down, and then started laughing. Hiccup hadn't realized just how long it had been since he'd last eaten.

"Alright, I'll go look for something to eat, you stay put. Got it?" Toothless asked, already heading to the door.

"I'm not going anywhere," Hiccup responded, lying back down in the bed. He listened to the soft click of the door as it closed, and slowly shut his eyes while awaiting Toothless' return.

Thirty seconds later, he heard the door open again and his eyes opened.

"Wow, that was," Hiccup started before he cut himself off. It wasn't Toothless walking back in, but Gobber.

"Hello, Hiccup. Staying out of trouble I see?"

"Gobber, how did you…"

"Your insurance card was swiped. I tracked it." Hiccup had forgotten he had given Gobber access to his insurance card information just in case.

"But why?"

"Because your father worries about you Hiccup."

"I don't believe that."

"Then because I worry about you Hiccup. You had such a promising future, and now what have you become?"

"You make it sound like I've become someone different Gobber."

"Well you have. You're injured in a hospital and a few days back you left the scene of a murder with a gun in hand. You're telling me that before any of this happened, before you met Toothless, that you would have done any of this?"

"Maybe not, but I'm happy Gobber."

"Really, you're happy losing a leg?"

"You know what I meant. I'm happy with my new life."

"But what is this happiness costing you? And those closest to you?"

"Before all this I had no one close to me," Hiccup spat. Gobber flinched ever so slightly before he responded.

"I'm sorry you think that way Hiccup. I'll head out then. Just please, please be careful going forward. You only get one life. I have faith that you can make the right choices. Don't make me wrong." With that, Gobber left the room before Hiccup could say anything else.

Hiccup was left alone with his thoughts for the next several minutes. He couldn't get what Gobber had said out of his head. He didn't believe that his father was really concerned about him, but he did realize that Gobber cared about him more than he had originally thought.

His thought process was interrupted there as Toothless returned with some food from the cafeteria. They ate mostly in silence, but neither of them minded. When they had finished, the side effects of the painkillers kicked in and Hiccup started to get drowsy. Slowly but surely Hiccup fell asleep in his bed, and Toothless in his chair.

* * *

><p>The next day was a blur for Hiccup. He woke up when the doctor came into the room to get him prepped for the surgery. Toothless stayed with him as long as he could, but once he was being wheeled into the operating room there wasn't anything else he could do. He was given the anesthetic and was under in a matter of seconds.<p>

When he woke up, he was back in his hospital room, Toothless pacing back and forth at the bottom of his bed. Hiccup shifted a little, and the rustling of the sheets was sufficient to alert Toothless to his consciousness.

"Hey, how you feeling?"

Hiccup tried to speak, but his throat was dry and it came out as a cough. He started to reach for the water on his bedside table but Toothless beat him to it. After greedily swallowing the entire glass in three gulps, he was able to answer.

"I could be worse." Hiccup glanced down at the bed at that point, taking note of how there was only one bump for his foot. Lifting the covers, he looked down at his left leg and internally flinched. He made sure to keep it in as he knew Toothless would feel even worse.

Before him was half of his former leg, cut off just below the knee and bandaged. The bandages were stained a dark crimson, and Hiccup had to resist the urge to touch them. When he looked up he noticed Toothless had stepped out. He wondered why but he understood when Toothless walked back in with a doctor in tow.

"Good to see you're awake," the doctor smiled as his eyes skimmed the chart at the foot of Hiccup's bed. "How are you feeling?"

"A little groggy and there is still some pain in my leg."

"Well that's all pretty normal. So Hiccup, here's what's going to happen now. We would like to keep you in the hospital for a few more days for observation and to make sure everything goes smoothly, but you are free to leave after tomorrow if you so desire. Tomorrow we will get you fitted for a prosthetic, but you'll be mostly in a wheelchair for a few weeks. When you do get the prosthetic though you'll need to take it easy when using it at first. Any questions?"

Hiccup's brain felt like it was mildly overloaded with all this new information added on top of the grogginess, so he just responded with, "Not that I can think of right now."

"Alright then. If you can think of any don't hesitate to ask. I know that this can be a lot to take in but the more information you have the better." The doctor then proceeded to take out a pad of paper and scribble something on two of the sheets. Handing them to Toothless, he explained. "These are for when you decide to leave. One is a prescription for painkillers, and the other is a referral to an excellent physiotherapy place." With that, the doctor left Toothless and Hiccup alone.

Glancing down at the papers he had been given, Toothless recognized the referral to the physiotherapy place. He had heard about it but having been injured a few times himself over the years, he knew of a place that he thought was better.

"I know a better physio place than this," Toothless said offhandedly.

"Toothless, I'm not sure if my insurance…"

"Forget your insurance," Toothless said definitively. "I'm only going to allow the best of the best for you, and if that means I have to pay extra for it, then so be it."

"Thank you Toothless," Hiccup said, a genuine smile gracing his face. Toothless just smiled, mind wandering to making all the appointments he would have to make for Hiccup's prosthetic and physiotherapy.

* * *

><p>Days passed, and Toothless never left Hiccup's side for longer than necessary. He even had one meeting with the rest of the gang leaders but he had arranged it in the hospital meeting room so that he wouldn't have to be too far away. Gobber never came back for another visit, but Hiccup was sure he was watching in his own way.<p>

When the day came for Hiccup to leave the hospital, they were both ecstatic. Both were yearning for privacy and the comfort of their own beds, a luxury one does not appreciate until it's gone.

Hiccup had been forced to leave the hospital in a wheelchair, seeing as his prosthetic would take at least a few days to be made. Fortunately it was no problem for now as Toothless pushed Hiccup's chair and the hallways and elevator in their building were sufficiently wide. The only problem arose within the unit at the stairs to ascend to the bedrooms. Hiccup was going to say something but was silenced as Toothless gingerly picked him up bridal style and started to carry him up the stairs.

Hiccup was about to say something once more, but something else caught his eye and silenced him. On the floor in the hall was a piece of cloth, and upon closer inspection he saw it was a tie. Glancing further down the hall Hiccup's eyes also spied a hastily discarded suit jacket and belt.

Toothless immediately turned into Hiccup's room and set him down on the bed. This time it was Hiccup that cut Toothless off.

"Why was there a suit sprawled all out over the floor?"

"What?" Toothless asked, mildly perplexed, but then it dawned on him. "Oh. When you texted I was at Joe's funeral. I ran home to grab my gun and change into something a little more appropriate for the impending confrontation."

"Wait, who's Joe?"

"No one you know," Toothless replied, a little too quickly. Hiccup's eyes narrowed as he examined Toothless' face, looking for Toothless' giveaway. Sure enough, Toothless' eyes shifted in just the way that Hiccup knew meant he was lying.

"Bull. Tell me the truth Toothless."

Toothless sighed. He hated how Hiccup knew his tell, and no matter how hard he tried to control it he just couldn't sometimes.

"Joe was the convenience store owner." Toothless looked at Hiccup to gauge his reaction. He was really hoping Hiccup would stop his questions there, so that he wouldn't have to explain that Joe had had a wife and several children. Granted Toothless had made sure they would be taken care of, but he didn't want Hiccup to feel any guiltier than he had to.

"Oh," was all Hiccup said, eyes downcast. He realized that he really should have let Toothless keep that little secret. The guilt from that night started to creep up on him again, even though he did it to save Toothless. He needed a change of subject and fast. "So what were you going to say before I asked?"

"I was going to tell you that, well, during the meetings I had while you were in the hospital, I was chosen to take over RD's position in the gang." When Toothless had finished saying this, he immediately looked away. He knew exactly what Hiccup was going to say and unfortunately, there was more.

"Well then you can just leave can't you? You said you don't like doing this, so you can just let someone else take over!" Hiccup said with excitement.

"That's the thing, I kind of can't."

This only served to confuse Hiccup. Perhaps he didn't know enough about the nuances of the mob. "Why not?"

"Do you remember that guy at the farmhouse that was standing with Hookfang? I'm not sure if you've met him yet; his name is Snotlout. He thinks Hookfang should have taken over, but I can't in good conscious leave the mob in his hands. I fear he may go power crazy like RD did. I would leave it to Stormfly if anyone, but I fear I may be leaving them to an internal war. And who knows, Hookfang may even get mad and come after us. I just can't risk that. I did try to get the others to consider breaking up the gang, breaking up the territory, but this set up, this way things are run, it's all they've ever known. They feel like they can't leave it."

Hiccup murmured in understanding. So the mob would survive. He didn't know why he had momentarily thought that maybe it would all come to an end, that Toothless and he would live a peaceful life together, but if Toothless were the leader maybe things would be better. Or at least he hoped. But as he was lost in his thoughts, a previous conversation he had had with Toothless came to the front of his mind and he just had to ask.

"Toothless, how did you organize everyone to come and help? I thought you said you were worried if you went to the others that one of them would stay loyal to RD and tip him off."

"Well I was worried, but the fact that you were in danger as more important. They seemed to like you so I appealed to that fact. I actually learned they all have backstories of their own, we just never knew about them. We all had a little bit of a hatred for RD that we all never showed for the same reason. If you think about it it was you that brought us all a little bit closer together and helped us finally get rid of RD. I'm just sorry it cost you so much." Toothless shifted his gaze away once more, but Hiccup grabbed his chin and forced him to look at him once more.

"Hey, don't you go feeling bad for me. It was a price to pay, but look at the peace there can be now." When Toothless lifted an eyebrow, Hiccup added, "You know what I mean." As Hiccup pulled Toothless into a hug, he could only imagine a brighter future for them.

* * *

><p><strong>OK, so words cannot express how sorry I am. This was promised for a week ago and I didn't even send you guys (and girls) an update message and then all I gave you was this not so great chapter. I am so sorry. I had this last week off from school so I thought that I would have time to write. NOPE! Between family, work, school assignments that had to be worked on and a potentially developing love life (I have no idea how that happened either so don't ask XD) my time has been gone. So again I am so sorry about how late this is and I appreciate those of you who have stuck through it with me. <strong>

**Next chapter: No promises. NO THIS STORY IS NOT ABANDONED NOR IS IT OVER! Fact of the matter is, because for these last few months I have been stressing over just writing this, I am kind of on a low with this story. I mean my writers block is gone but writing this story just isn't doing it for me right now. So I'm going to take a break and write some other one shots to distract me from this and then hopefully come back with new ideas. I figured this would be a good place to pause because there is a time jump after this chapter. If I had to guess I'd say this break is probably going to last a few months. I know that is a lot to ask especially considering I left you in the dark for the last few months as well, so once again, I apologize and hope at least some of you will stay with me. See you on the other side :)**

***Insert clever line asking for reviews here***


	22. Chapter 22

**HELLO BEAUTIFUL PEOPLE!** **I can only apologize so much for how long this took. I'll let you jump right in since you've waited so long and put my entire A/N at the bottom. **

**Remember: Time Jump!**

* * *

><p>Three years may have passed, but Hiccup still remembered that day like it was yesterday. But then again, it was the day he had lost his leg, so it was bound to stick in his head pretty clearly. When he snapped back to reality once more, he found himself in the passenger seat of a speeding Maserati with Toothless at the wheel. He glanced over at Toothless, who wore stoic expression as he sped through empty New York streets at four in the morning, then back at his own prosthetic. It was rather nice actually, and quite expensive, but Toothless had insisted on nothing less. It was made specifically for Hiccup, weighted specifically so that it wouldn't feel too heavy or light when he walked and extremely durable. Plus it detached really easily for when he went to bed.<p>

Hiccup didn't realize he had become lost in his train of thought once more until the car came to an abrupt stop at a sudden red light. Toothless looked at him just for a moment, then looked back to the road before he started to talk.

"Is your earpiece working?"

"Yes Toothless," Hiccup droned. That was the third time he had asked since they had checked it before leaving the condo not twenty minutes ago. After three years of this Hiccup had thought Toothless would finally stop worrying so much every time they went out on a money run, but clearly not. Hiccup supposed he would always worry something would happen to him, but Hiccup knew he'd be fine and Toothless was really doing this to himself. Since he had taken over after RD's death he didn't really have to do money runs anymore, but he chose to do them anyways. Hiccup wasn't sure if it was because he didn't want to just sit behind a desk forever giving orders or if it was because the others seemed to respect him more for not being afraid of getting his hands dirty, but that wasn't important.

"I'm sorry, it's just I have a bad feeling about tonight and..."

"Hey," Hiccup interrupted, "Everything will be fine. Just trust me, alright?"

"Alright, fine," Toothless conceded as the traffic light turned green and he continued forward. "Just be careful and watch your surroundings. I'm willing to bet every cop in the city will recognize your face at the drop of a hat."

Hiccup chuckled. Yes Toothless was right, but it wasn't just because Stoick was who he was. Somehow, Hiccup had ended up higher on the NYPD's wanted list than Toothless, and he was pretty sure that Toothless was more than just a little jealous. Hiccup wasn't sure why, it wasn't like it was a competition or anything, but seeing the expression on Toothless' face every time it came up made Hiccup laugh. He wasn't sure if Toothless knew that his expression changed every time to show some form of slight irritation, but it most definitely did.

"And remember," Toothless continued, "If he doesn't have the money, go for the kneecaps."

"Right," Hiccup agreed, even though he knew that already. He kept up on the details of all of the business the mob conducted, as well as payment schedules and punishments.

When Toothless had taken over, he had only changed one thing, and Hiccup definitely had no problem with it. The mob no longer killed people unless their own lives were in danger. No one died for being unable to pay at a certain time. They simply took other measures, such as collateral. Of course they had to keep up an image, a certain fear factor, so they occasionally paid off the media to claim that a death, real or fake, was possibly connected to the mob.

They soon arrived at the alley where the exchange was to take place. It was the same alley on East 32nd Street where Toothless and Hiccup had first "met". Toothless really seemed to like arranging meetings in this alley, but Hiccup never bothered to ask why. As Hiccup started to get out of the car, Toothless stopped him for just a moment.

"I'm going to drive around the block and see if I see anything suspicious. Be careful."

"Always," Hiccup responded and gave Toothless a quick peck on the cheek. He slammed the car door behind him, and immediately wiped the smile from his face. He needed to look serious, intimidating, and the height and (little bit of) extra muscle he had put on over the last few years helped, but not enough to offset a cheery demeanour.

He walked maybe fifteen steps into the alley, turned the corner, and right there was just the man he was looking for. Hiccup immediately noted the lack of any type of bag or case that might contain the required funds and silently shook his head in disappointment.

"Hector, let's talk business." Hiccup said, not wanting to beat around the bush more than necessary. Ideally he would be done before Toothless even finished his circuit around the block.

"Hey, Hiccup!" Hector started, sounding just a bit too cheery for the situation. When Hiccup's expression remained unchanged, however, Hector realized he should just get to the point. "OK look, I don't have all of the money, but I do have some of it! I just need a few more days to get the balance."

Hiccup had to admit, he had never actually heard that excuse before. "How much?"

"I have $1000."

Hiccup arched an eyebrow at that. Considering Hector owed $10000 at this meeting, he really didn't have that much. Well, looks like it was the kneecaps then. Hiccup pulled the gun out from the back of his pants and cocked it, placing his finger on the trigger. He aimed at Hector's chest, but he knew he wouldn't fire.

"Come on Hector, you know that's not good enough." At this point, Hector's fear started to kick in. But before he could say anything, Hiccup quickly shifted the gun and fired two rapid shots, with one landing square in each kneecap. Hiccup may have been good before, but Toothless had truly taught him how to never miss. Hiccup then proceeded to walk up to Hector, who was lying on the ground, and kneeled down next to him. "Now, in one week, we are going to meet here again. And next time, you are going to have all of the money. The full amount. Got it?"

Hiccup took Hector's pained whimpers as acknowledgement of the demand, and stood up as he re-holstered his gun. As he turned around, however, he noticed a shadow approaching at a rather rapid rate from around the corner. Hiccup knew Toothless would never leave the car if he didn't have to, so Hiccup could only assume it was someone worried about the gun shots and coming to investigate. He slipped into a sheltered section of the nearby building that concealed a door, however the door was locked. Hiccup let out a sigh of discontent and prepared himself for what he knew would have to come next.

Hiccup listened to the quickly approaching footsteps and timed himself perfectly. Without even having to think he jumped out, tripped the approaching individual and knocked him out with the perfect usage of the pressure point on his neck. When Hiccup took the moment to notice, however, he discovered that it was no ordinary individual, but an officer with the NYPD.

Hiccup would never let himself panic in a situation like this, however he was a little freaked out by the sudden discovery. He quickly recomposed himself and headed for the only exit from the alley, radioing Toothless as he briskly walked.

"Toothless there was a cop nearby. Meet me two blocks north, we'll rendezvous…" Hiccup stopped immediately when he turned the corner. Blocking the exit were two squad cars, doors open and officers armed. Hiccup would have tried running, but the four guns aimed square at him convinced him otherwise. Raising his hands slowly, he whispered into his earpiece, "Toothless, they're here. Stay away."

"What?" came a concerned Toothless from the other end, crackling slightly. "Hiccup stay put, I'll come and…"

"No," Hiccup commanded, more forcefully than he had intended. "Toothless stay away. I've been compromised. "

Toothless didn't like it, but as he drove past the intersection where he would have made his final right to pick up Hiccup, he saw why Hiccup had insisted. There were far too many cops; Toothless wouldn't have been able to do anything.

"Hiccup, I'll get you out of this. Somehow," Toothless promised as he sped off towards the condo. He would start coming up with a plan immediately.

Hiccup didn't respond, rather he focused on following the officers' instructions to get on his knees and put his hands on his head. He'd really rather be arrested than turned into Swiss cheese by the bullets of several officers. As he knelt down on the ground, his knee accidentally landing in a puddle of cool water, three of the cops came rushing over. The first placed handcuffs roughly on Hiccup's wrists, the second confiscated his gun, and the third continued on to check on the officer from before and most likely inspect the origin of Hector's still audible cries of pain.

After the cuffs were on and his gun had been confiscated, he was hoisted up from the ground by the two officers with him. He wasn't paying attention as the officer read him his Miranda Rights, he was thinking how glad that his father wasn't here on this bust. He hadn't seen the man in three years, and this was not how he wanted to reintroduce himself after all this time. Unfortunately he thought too soon, as when he was brought over to the cop car that he supposed would take him to the nearest station, Stoick stepped out of the rear of the other car.

Hiccup refused to say anything to his father, and Stoick didn't have much to say to his son at this point, but he did manage to slowly shake his head and mumble, "Hiccup, I'm so disappointed," before getting back into the squad car he came from and closing the door.

* * *

><p>Hiccup had been in the interrogation room once before, when his mother had taken him on a tour of the station all those years ago. Hiccup had found it quite interesting at the time, but now that he was here for a different reason, he didn't find it quite so amusing. He found it far more confining than he remembered, and the fluorescent lights were irritating his eyes.<p>

He was alone in the room at the moment, as he had been for the last hour since he denied a lawyer knowing he just wasn't going to say anything, but there were clearly people right outside the door. One of them was Stoick, as Hiccup had heard his booming voice a few times now. He had heard the words "son", "conflict of interest", and "off the record" yelled a few times, but he wasn't paying attention. He was silently reprimanding himself for doing this to Toothless. Toothless must be worried sick about him, and Hiccup really should have double checked the area for cops in advance like he normally did. Toothless didn't need all this unnecessary stress, and it was entirely his fault.

Hiccup was jolted from his thoughts when the door opened and a detective walked in. Or at least Hiccup assumed it was a detective. It was definitely someone higher up, maybe even from the state level. There was no way this man was just an ordinary officer. They didn't dress in grey suits and ties, and they definitely didn't have badges like that on their belts.

"Ah, Hiccup. Not exactly Toothless but close enough," the man cracked as he took a seat. Hiccup just sent him a dirty glare. "Now, I'm here to help you. Really. If you can give me good information on Toothless or the Fire Breathers Gang, I can help reduce your penalties. Now, let's talk."

Hiccup, again, just glared at the man, not even opening his mouth to state that he refused to say anything. The man, who finally introduced himself as Agent Smith a few minutes in, continued to ask questions and express to Hiccup the benefits of talking and how anyone else would do it to him if they were in his situation (none of which Hiccup believed) for approximately twenty minutes before he gave up. And in that time, Hiccup hadn't said a word.

"Alright Hiccup," Agent Smith started, clearly unimpressed, "since you're not going to help, neither am I. You'll stay here overnight but tomorrow we'll be transferring you to a proper prison until your trial. You've got quite an impressive list of charges going for someone your age. I have a good feeling you're going to spend a long time behind bars."

As Agent Smith walked out the door, he motioned to two other officers. They came in, grabbed Hiccup, and brought him into the hallway and towards the holding cell he would spend the night in. He looked around as he walked and thanked his lucky stars that at least now his father was nowhere to be seen.

* * *

><p>When Hiccup woke up the next morning, it was to the banging on the bars of his holding cell and with a pain in his neck. That had been, without a doubt, the worst night's sleep of Hiccup's life. It wasn't really surprising though, considering the holding cells probably weren't designed for comfort. It was nothing more than a toilet and sink in one corner, with a fold down bed on the opposite wall.<p>

After being put in handcuffs once more he was quickly and quietly transferred to a prisoner transport van, where he was the only person being transported. There was no window in the back, so all he could do for the hour and a bit was sit there and twiddle his thumbs, wondering exactly where they were headed. He could hear the subdued roaring of the wind as they drove at a level that clearly indicated they were on the freeway, however Hiccup didn't know which freeway or in which direction.

Hiccup had seen the movie "The Shawshank Redemption" once in his life, but he didn't believe that was actually how admittance to a real prison worked. Sadly, he was wrong. He was introduced to the warden, forced to turn in his suit, was told what he was allowed to keep, and was hosed down before being given his orange jumper and walked to his cell. The prison had four different cell blocks, labelled A to D, with a locked gate between each block. Hiccup was located in cell block C. Hiccup could only imagine what the inmates in cell block D must have done to have gotten there if he was only in block C.

Fortunately the other inmates were all out in the yard so he didn't have to worry about walking past any of them. When he arrived at his cell, his new home for the foreseeable future, he realized that it looked exactly like the holding cell back at the station. He looked at the stainless steel toilet, the sink that would most likely only activate for a few seconds after the toilet was flushed, and at the barred window with a view of the yard before glancing over at his bed. And sure enough, the bed felt just as uncomfortable. Maybe that's why in prison movies the inmates were always so angry.

Hiccup had barely even settled in before the guard returned to inform him that he already had a visitor. It surprised him that he could have a visitor so soon but he supposed it wasn't impossible if it was currently visiting hours. Following the now seemingly normal routine, Hiccup allowed himself to be handcuffed and led through the aisles of cells back to the front of the prison where the visiting areas were. There were two areas: one where there were just tables and the visitors and inmates could touch and talk freely and another where there was a wall of glass between them and a phone that allowed them to talk. Hiccup was led to the latter.

Hiccup's face lit up when he saw Toothless sitting on the other side of the glass. He almost forgot to let the guard take off his handcuffs before he dashed over to the chair and picked up the phone. Toothless laughed silently at Hiccup's enthusiasm and picked up his own phone as well.

"Well, glad to see they haven't broken you down yet," Toothless joked into the phone, trying to keep the mood light.

"Please," Hiccup retorted, "they wouldn't know what to do with all this!" Toothless laughed once more until Hiccup turned the conversation to a more serious matter. "Look, Toothless, I'm sorry I got us into this…"

"Hey, don't blame yourself," Toothless interrupted, attempting to soothe Hiccup. "Everything will be fine. We'll get you out of here. Unfortunately they have a pretty solid case against you in court according to the judge I spoke to, but we have another, well, unapproved plan to get you out, if you know what I mean."

Hiccup wasn't sure how he felt about that, since people may get hurt, but the idea of being able to get out of this prison was appealing to him already, and he hadn't even been there a couple of hours.

"I'm going to run," Toothless continued. "Don't think I should stick around here too long."

As much as Hiccup hated to admit it, Toothless was right. He really wished that he didn't have to leave, or that he could at least kiss him again, but the plexiglass barrier simply wouldn't allow it. He watched silently and with a heavy heart as Toothless hung up his phone, waved goodbye, and started towards the door. Just as he was about to leave, however, Stoick of all people decided to walk in, and their eyes immediately deadlocked. It took precisely four seconds before Stoick blew up.

"THIS IS ALL YOUR FAULT! YOU DID THIS TO MY SON YOU ABOMINATION!" Stoick screamed so loud that the guards turned and Hiccup would have sworn the glass in front of him vibrated. The glass was soundproof, but Hiccup still heard the scream. Toothless, clearly not wanting to start a confrontation, started to back away slowly. Stoick, however, pushed forward. "Guards! Arrest this man!"

As the guards started to approach, Toothless piped up, asking, "On what charges?"

This stopped the guards and stumped Stoick. Hiccup released the breath he didn't even realize he had been holding. Toothless' record had been cleared again not a few days ago when it was determined there was insufficient evidence to bring any charges against him, so there was nothing Stoick could claim as a charge. When Stoick had no response, Toothless continued.

"Well then, if you have no charges, I'll thank you to step aside and let me leave." As Toothless walked past Stoick, Hiccup had to hold in a small giggle. Seeing him do that to Stoick, as he had seen from afar a few times in the past few years, would never get old.

Hiccup snapped back to reality when he realized that Stoick was headed straight for him. A piece of him wanted to get up and leave without so much as a word to the man, but for some reason another part of him stuck himself to that chair and wouldn't let him leave. When he sat down, Hiccup's hands automatically reached for the phone and held it to his ear once more.

"Son…" Stoick started, voice low and crestfallen, but when he saw the look Hiccup gave him, he decided to just go with it even though it had been over three years. "Hiccup, look, I know it has been far too long, but I haven't been able to find you, and I know you obviously had no desire to find me, so even if I have to do it here, I wanted to say I'm sorry."

"Keep your apologies," Hiccup mumbled just loud enough for Stoick to hear.

"The truth is, I've changed. I've stopped my after work outings," Hiccup raised an eyebrow at this, "I've stopped drinking. I've been sober almost two and a half years now! I've wanted to make things right between the two of us for so long."

"Well to me you're still the man that cut me off from my savings after he threw me out," Hiccup retorted, venom clear in his voice. Surprisingly though, that venom didn't come as easily as Hiccup thought it would. Regardless, he was still seeing red at the moment.

"I realized something was wrong a few months in after I realized I hadn't been getting a cell phone bill for you. I checked online and noticed I had cut it off. I spent the whole day searching and calling to find out what else I had done. I gave you access to your savings again. I'm not sure if you noticed."

"I don't need that money. I've made my own life now. I had before those months had passed."

"Well it's there if you ever want it," Stoick confirmed. "Now, I'm also here to tell you I've gotten you a deal. They'll knock time off your sentence if you tell us…"

"No," Hiccup said with so much finality Stoick was speechless for a few moments.

"Hiccup, this is for your own good," Stoick tried to reason.

"I'm not squealing on my friends and Toothless."

"Why not?"

"Because they are the best friends I've ever had or even come close to having for that matter. We all watch out for each other. And I can't do that to Toothless, I love him."

"But how do you know he loves you?" Stoick immediately knew that was a stupid question, seeing as they had been together for three years already, but Hiccup was more than happy to stick it to his father with an over the top answer.

Hiccup didn't say a word in his reply, but it made Stoick's jaw drop. Hiccup simply held up his left hand for Stoick to see, and there, on his ring finger, was the only piece of jewellery he had been allowed to keep (although he wasn't sure why with how valuable it must have been).

Dangling from Hiccup's ring finger was a shining platinum band, decorated with two golden dragons facing a sparkling diamond between them. It was one of the most impressive rings Stoick had ever seen, and it left Stoick speechless for the second time in sixty seconds. When Stoick couldn't find the words to continue this time, Hiccup chimed in.

"This is how I know. I'm his fiancé. We're getting married in a few months. Don't expect an invitation dad."

With that, Hiccup hung up the phone. The last thing Stoick heard before the click was Hiccup summoning the guard and informing him he was ready to leave. Stoick sat there, phone receiver to his ear, for a good two minutes before a guard came to ask him if he was alright. He nodded in confirmation and hung up the receiver. But even as he gathered his jacket and headed out, there was only one thing on his mind. While Hiccup may have seemed mad the whole time, he had just, for the first time in several years, called him dad.

* * *

><p><strong>HAHA! Didn't see that coming, did you!? XD<strong>

**OK, so, a few things. In case it wasn't obvious, Hiccup has sort of grown into Older!Hiccup during the gap. Or at least started the transition. Take that as you will.** **If you're interested in the ring, see here: **

ringoblog DOT com/wp-content/uploads/2008/09/dragon-ring DOT jpg

**You know what to do with the 'DOT's. **

**Now, again, I apologize for how long this took, and I have some news. So my exams just ended and I literally spent ALL my free time writing this for you guys. However, for the summer, I got a full-time job. 40 hours per week. Starting Monday. That obviously means that I won't have excessive amounts of it this summer. I will try to keep pushing these out as fast as I can, but I can no longer make guarantees, especially since I am doing summer school too...starting Saturday...apparently my subconscious doesn't think I need free time at all or something...but anyways! I will say this: I forecast that there are two chapters and an epilogue left for this story. And may the gods help me, I intend for this story to be finished by the time school returns in September. Note: that does not include any TUS one shots I have thought of in the meantime, including 2 inspired by this chapter alone. I will do my absolute best I promise. I love each and every one of you that have stuck through this time with me. I write this story for you guys (and girls) as much as I write it for myself. Thank you all for being so patient; it means a lot to me.**

**Why not send Hiccup and Toothless an engagement gift in the form of a review, hm?**


	23. Chapter 23

**OK I know I promised this chapter by the end of May, but I'm only 1 day late!** **Enjoy :)**

* * *

><p>Hiccup shielded his eyes from the sun, the assault of its rays causing him to squint. He paced the yard leisurely, attempting to pass the time until he was required to return to the concrete cube he presently inhabited. He could have just stayed in his cell, however he figured at least he would get some fresh air and vitamin D.<p>

As he walked, he noticed others working out on the rusted and aged equipment, and others sitting around in small groups. He tried not to look at any one group for too long, not wanting to draw attention to himself. He didn't bother trying to make any friends, knowing that most likely he would be out of here sooner rather than later. He trusted Toothless already had a plan cooking.

Unfortunately, the invisibility he had partially despised a few years back did not entirely return, and as he was walking he was abruptly stopped when someone grabbed his shoulder. When Hiccup turned around, he was greeted by a six foot something, bald muscle head with far too many tattoos that looked rather angry.

"You the guy who changed the channel yesterday night in the TV room?" The other inmate demanded, breathing heavily. Hiccup had to think for a moment, but then he realized what he was talking about.

"Yeah, I changed it to Elementary." Hiccup didn't know why he told the truth but it was too late now.

"Oh thank goodness! Nick always puts on Sherlock but Elementary is so much better!" Hiccup was a little confused by this statement, seeing as how whoever this was had seemed mad at the beginning, but now their voice had evened out and they even seemed, dare he say it, happy. Not wanting to ruin the mood, Hiccup kept the conversation going, discussing the better parts of each show, and the conversation continued for a solid ten minutes.

The conversation ended when a guard walked up to Hiccup and told him it was time to return to his cell. Technically Hiccup had another twenty minutes, but he didn't want to cause any unnecessary problems. He wanted to fly as far under the radar as possible, so he bid the other prisoner (Andrew, as it turned out) farewell and followed the guard back to cell block C.

The guard was silent the whole way, as the guards normally were, but with most of the inmates out in the yard, the interior of the prison was oddly silent for that time of the day. Hiccup focused to the rhythmic clicking of shoes on concrete as they walked, arriving at the cell after a few short minutes. As Hiccup entered, the guard slipped him a plain white envelope. Hiccup was a little confused at first, but then he realized that this must be the plan from Toothless. He nodded at the guard as he released the letter, sealed the door, and turned to leave.

Hiccup opened the letter and read it in record speed when the guard was out of sight. It was in a code that he and Toothless had created in case they needed to communicate secretly via the written word, and while they had never had to use it before it came in quite handy considering the current predicament.

To the unknowing eye, it looked like a letter telling Hiccup about Toothless' visit to his mother. To Hiccup, however, it was an explanation of the escape plan. It would start at exactly midnight that night, and Hiccup was supposed to do nothing until someone came for him. He should expect alarms and gunshots, but that was all the letter said. Hiccup wasn't a fan of the conspicuous approach but he didn't have much of a say given his present situation.

Hiccup set down the letter on the ground and returned to his bed. As he lay there, the first thing that went through his mind was that when this plan worked, he wouldn't have to spend another night on this horrible bed. He had been driven crazy by sleepless nights for only three days; he could still only imagine how people got any rest sleeping on these things for years on end. For now, however, there was no better option. So, Hiccup waited.

* * *

><p>Without a clock readily available, Hiccup could only estimate that he had started his pacing at around 11pm. As time moved on, he swore that his pacing started to pick up speed, but he couldn't tell. In such a small space though he eventually got dizzy and had to lie down, turning his attention to the cracks in the concrete ceiling. If there was one time when he couldn't afford any distractions, it was now.<p>

Hiccup very rarely got nervous anymore. Being nervous was a luxury he quickly learned he could no longer afford several years ago. It had almost cost Toothless his life in the form of a pause before a gunshot that would have saved Toothless some serious pain and hospital time.

A few more minutes of sitting, deep breathing, and focusing himself, and Hiccup was semi-startled by a sudden, sharp wailing sound. While Hiccup could hear the other prisoners grumbling in confusion as they were startled from their slumber, he knew exactly what was going on: it was midnight, and the plan had started.

Not many details had been included in the letter just in case of the off chance that someone would be able to crack their code. So, Hiccup's senses went into overdrive. He noticed that the alarms in cell block D were going off, but nowhere else. Naturally, as that was the cell block housing the worst criminals, an entire mob of guards came running. Hiccup couldn't count exactly how many but it was an impressive number considering the hour.

As the guards reached the other end of C block, where the gates to D block were, they paused and waited for them to open. They did so almost instantly, and right after the guards rushed through, they closed and sealed with a buzz. Hiccup could hear the yelling of prisoners in D block but he was focusing the other direction.

A few minutes later, Hiccup grabbed the bars of his cell in excitement as three individuals casually walked in to C block from the direction of B block. They were dressed in guard uniforms and had guard hats on, but Hiccup would recognize them anywhere. It was Stormfly, Toothless, and Hookfang.

They walked slowly and with their heads down as to attract as little attention as possible, but when they stopped in front of the cell Toothless flashed Hiccup a smile before inserting a key into the lock. With a subtle click the tumblers fell into place and the door creaked open ever so slightly. Stormfly grabbed it and opened it the rest of the way, but before she even had it halfway open Hiccup had run out and jumped onto Toothless. It may have only been three days but he missed being able to touch Toothless more than words could even explain. He planted a firm kiss on Toothless' lips, both of them becoming lost in the moment.

After a moment, Hoofing coughed to bring their attention back to the present situation.

"Could we save the reunion until after we get out of here? I don't know about you, but I'd rather not extend my stay here," Hookfang said quickly with an unimpressed look and a head gesture towards the exit. And as much as she hated to admit he was right or to interrupt the happy couple, Stormfly couldn't help but nod in agreement. She of all people believed that there was a time and a place for everything, and this was not the place for a full reunion. Now if only she could explain to Camicazi that it was not always the right time to swipe a watch off of someone's wrist.

As they started to walk back towards B block, other prisoners started to take notice. The first was Andrew, asking what was going on, but Hiccup ignored him. It wasn't that he really wanted to, it's just that they couldn't afford any extra weight and Andrew might have a false sense of hope that maybe he could be busted out too if Hiccup paused to explain. Some were quiet, whispering requests to be let out too or asking what was going on (one actually asked Toothless for an autograph, a request Toothless pretended not to hear), but a few others were not so quiet. Then all hell broke loose when it seemed like everyone decided to scream at once. As the volume increased, so did their pace towards B block and eventually, freedom. As they reached the gate to B block though, they were greeted with another problem: the guards had realized there was nothing wrong in D block and were starting to make their way back when they spotted them.

The group was alerted when a gunshot whizzed so close to Toothless' hair it made it sway. When they turned around to see where it came from, and angry mob of guards was closing in on them.

Breaking into a sprint, Hookfang took a radio out of his pocket and said, "Barf, Belch, open the gate between B and C immediately and close it in exactly 10 seconds." There was some crackling over the radio, followed by a confirmation from Barf and some muffled groans from Belch.

Sure enough, the gate slowly started to open as they approached. To buy some time, Toothless spun around and fired off 4 shots into the army of guards, who quickly dispersed and dove for cover. Hiccup gave Toothless a look, but before he said anything Toothless assured him they were rubber bullets and they were just unconscious.

They squeaked through the gate as it started to close, locking them in B block and the guards in C block. The commotion from C block seemed to have moved to B block, but the group ignored it as they ran all the way through to A block and the guard's office.

"What the hell was that?" Hoofing demanded when they met Barf and Belch in the command centre. Hiccup noticed the two guards tied up in the corner for just a moment before he returned his attention to the conversation. "Why did you let them out of D block?"

"Sorry, we knocked the button," Belch explained, and he and his brother started to laugh. Stormfly just rolled her eyes. She, like the rest of them, was pissed, but they would deal with that later.

"Alright, let's get out of here," Toothless said, opening the door for them to leave. They all walked out silently, and Hiccup had to remind himself a few times that the guards on the floor were only unconscious. They walked through the mess hall and visiting rooms without having to fight a single person, and Hiccup had no problem with that. Clearly they had planned this escape extremely well. Or so Hiccup had thought.

In the lobby, some of the guards had already started to come to, and there were a lot of them considering this was where the original point of entry for Toothless had been. Naturally attention would have been drawn to the area. The six quickly ducked behind walls and tables to take cover as the guards that had fully recovered started firing at them once more.

Hiccup became concerned for a moment, fearing that the guards behind them would catch up and they would be surrounded. That thought quickly vanished when Hiccup had a gun thrust into his hands and the sound of gunfire from their side rang out.

"Toothless," Hiccup started, "These are still rubber bullets, right?"

"Don't worry Hiccup, no one is dying here today," Toothless reassured. At least it brought a little comfort to Hiccup. He may have had no problem handling a gun, but that didn't mean he didn't have reservations about using it against cops and innocent people.

Fortunately by the time Hiccup joined in the shooting there were only about two guards left. He quickly picked them each off with two shots to the gut each, and then continued to advance.

"Hopefully that's the last of that," Stormfly huffed as she stood up and made for the exit along with the others.

"Great shot Hiccup," Toothless complemented with a smile. "I see sitting behind bars hasn't affected your aim."

Hiccup, always ready with a reply, quickly responded saying, "Nope, but it seems to have affected yours. Some of those shots were awful."

"Why you little," Toothless starting, grabbing Hiccup playfully, but he stopped when Hookfang cleared his throat and walked past them. They really needed to hold off until they were at a safe distance.

From the lobby they reached the parking lot without issue, where they found Meatlug waiting and watching in a van without windows in the back. They climbed in quickly, but not before Meatlug could flash Hiccup a quick wink. Hookfang climbed into the front with Meatlug and everyone else jumped in the back. They heard a faint, "hold on!", before the van jolted and took off. Meatlug may be a sweet woman but she was a vicious driver. Hiccup wondered if they would get pulled over just because of her driving.

They had been driving for maybe thirty seconds before Hiccup could hear the faint wail of a siren behind them, and Hiccup started to panic. What if they got caught? Everyone would get thrown in prison and it would be entirely his fault. The guilt that would bear on him would be even worse than when it was just him in prison. His nerves were calmed only marginally when Meatlug called back that there were no cars following them, it was just the prison sounding the alarm but they were already out of range. Hiccup wasn't in the mood to calm down however, and his brain immediately jumped to the next potential issue.

"Toothless, where are we going?" Hiccup asked first, not wanting to assume that Toothless didn't have another plan already going that he didn't know about.

"Back to the condo. Why?" Toothless replied casually, cocking an eyebrow at the seemingly obvious answer.

"But won't that be the first place they'll look for me? I mean it seems like the most obvious place to go."

Toothless smiled and turned his attention back towards the front of the cabin as he pondered his response for just a moment. Looking back to Hiccup, he said, "Don't worry, it's all taken care of."

Hiccup may not have liked that answer or being kept in the dark, but if there was one thing he had learned over the past several years, it is that you ALWAYS trust Toothless when he has a plan.

* * *

><p><strong>OK I'm sorry that after that wait and that last chapter this was all I had for you...probably should have watched Prison Break or something before writing this or something, but sadly I don't have that kind of time (or attention span XD). I am going to try and make the next chapter better, especially since it will be the last chapter before the Epilogue! And oh, look, look what I'm about to do:<strong>

**Next chapter: On or before June 20**

**That's right, I'm guaranteeing a date again! Whoop! And it's not even that far from now (all things considered). Even if I have to give up sleep I will get the chapter out by that date! I feel like it has been FOREVER since I set a date for a chapter...feels good to do that again.**

**See you soon my lovelies!**

**Throw the police off of the gang's scent by leaving a review to distract them!**
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**I'd just like to point out, it's on time :D *does happy dance***

* * *

><p>Meatlug drove back to the apartment at such a rapid speed that Hiccup was actually surprised they didn't get pulled over and given a speeding ticket. As the back of the van had no windows Hiccup couldn't really tell what speed they were going, but he definitely felt it as he was tossed around while taking the corners and curves. He had never wished for a seatbelt so much in his life. He was almost embarrassed when he noticed he was the only one being thrown around like a rag doll; the others must have been used to this style of driving.<p>

When they finally came to a full stop and were let out of the back of the van, Hiccup was confused to notice they were not at the condo, but at Toothless' safe house. Hiccup climbed out of the van and took the time to look around at the exotic cars that surrounded him once more. He actually hadn't been to the safe house in a long time, and it was kind of nice to see some of the lesser used cars again. He was running his fingers softly over the hood of the Pagani Zonda, recalling his first memory of it from when he had gone on his first date with Toothless all those years ago, when he was interrupted from his thoughts by Toothless calling his name.

When Hiccup looked over, Toothless was pointing towards another van that appeared ready to go. It was the exact same model as the one they had just been in, except it was an eggshell white as opposed to the midnight black of the previous and it had a different license plate. It was now that Hiccup finally understood why they had stopped here, and he quickly ran over and into the back of the van. As he sat down Barf and Belch slammed the rear doors closed and seated themselves as they took off once more, presumably towards Manhattan.

The van was silent for only a moment before Toothless decided he should try to explain his plan. Hiccup was fortunately starting to get the hang of staying balanced while Meatlug drove and could put a decent amount of attention into the plan as opposed to having to focus on staying upright.

"Alright Hiccup, we'll be using the condo's service entrance. We have set up a wireless device in our condo that, on command, will wipe out a couple security cameras at a time. They will be in different parts of the building so they can't be entirely sure where we are. We will follow the back hallway to the service elevator, which is programmed to only stop on our floor. Inside we will get you into the safe room and you'll have to stay there for a while, or at least until the police come looking for you. I think it would be best…"

"Wait wait wait," Hiccup interrupted, "Safe room?" He didn't know what Toothless was talking about, or at least he didn't think he did. He thought back to all of the rooms in the condo, all of the places a secret door could be hidden, but he came up with nothing.

"Yeah, the safe room remember?" Toothless asked, confused. He was sure he had told Hiccup about this. "The one in the linen closet upstairs?"

Hiccup racked his brain for just a moment, but he was definitely sure that he didn't know what Toothless was talking about. He simply shook his head in confusion.

"Oh, I can't believe I never told you about that! I guess since we never needed to use it and because I was always the one to make sure it remained in a habitable condition at all times, it never came up. But you know how the linen closet on the second floor is deeper than your average linen closet?" When Hiccup nodded in confirmation, Toothless continued. "Well on the left side there is a small hole near the bottom, and there is a key hidden in the back of the bottom shelf. When you insert the key the panel slides over and reveals a small hallway that leads into a room over the living room. It's about 400 square feet, and it's why the living room isn't two stories tall in the one corner."

That last statement made Hiccup think about the layout of the condo for the first time in three years. How had he never noticed that? The master bedroom didn't cover the entire half of the condo it was on, so theoretically the living room should have been two stories. He partially reprimanded himself for not questioning that fact earlier, but then again that wasn't really something that would have made any significant difference in the past anyways.

"But anyways," Toothless continued after the momentary pause, "From when we push the button to deactivate the cameras to when we close the condo door behind us, we only have sixty seconds. So we need to make this quick. Understood?"

Everyone nodded in agreement, then nearly toppled on top of each other when Meatlug took an exceptionally hard turn. Everyone had tried to brace themselves, but Hiccup went sprawling on the floor. Belch found himself on the floor of the van too, however judging by Barf's chuckling, it had more to do with him than Meatlug's driving.

Hiccup had fully expected a classic Barf and Belch argument to break out, however Meatlug coming to an abrupt stop halted them both. When Stormfly called forward to ask what was going on, she was answered by a muffled call of, "We're here, what else?"

Hiccup was baffled that Meatlug managed to pull off the drive from the warehouse in 10 minutes, but he decided not to complain; he just wanted to get home.

"Alright everyone," Toothless said loud enough for Meatlug and Hookfang upfront to hear as he pulled out a small remote from his breast pocket, "Three, two, one, NOW!" As he yelled, he pushed the button and Barf and Belch flung the back doors open.

Hiccup moved as quickly as he could, making sure he kept up with the others and hoping the cameras he saw in the room immediately after he got out of the van really were disabled. He didn't see the small red lights on them blinking, so that was a good sign.

Hiccup took off towards the elevators along with Barf, Belch, Toothless, Stormfly, and Hookfang, while Meatlug threw the van into reverse and drove away, back onto the early morning streets of Manhattan.

They ran down the hallway towards the elevators, Hiccup hoping every camera they passed was off and that no one would suddenly come out of the unmarked doors on either side of the hall. It took ten seconds for them to make it to the elevators, where the service elevator was waiting for them. Pressing the button for the 19th floor and the door close buttons, the group could now do nothing but wait. As they rode the elevator, the only movement (or sound) was Toothless pulling out the door key for when the elevator doors opened.

Hiccup was getting nervous with how slow the elevator was going. Toothless had said they would had sixty seconds, and if his counting was accurate, they had already hit fourty five. When the elevator doors finally opened, he was at fifty. Toothless and Hiccup were the first out, and Toothless had the key in the lock before they even stopped moving. The group rushed in, and just as they slammed the door after Stormfly their estimated sixty seconds ended. Toothless turned on the lights and immediately led Hiccup upstairs. Barf immediately started closing curtains, Belch stood guard by the door, and Stormfly and Hookfang immediately went over to the computers set up in the living room to shut them down.

When they reached the top of the stairs and approached the linen closet, Toothless immediately started tossing out the towels on the bottom shelf and Hiccup checked out the left wall. Sure enough, with a little searching, there was the hole. It looked like it was just a hole in the drywall, and it blended in quite nicely, but since he knew what he was looking for it was easier to find.

It took Toothless ten seconds to get the key, and he immediately opened the door into the safe room. When the wall slid to the side, the lights flickered on revealing a narrow hallway after a sharp curve. Toothless gestured for Hiccup to enter, and then followed him in.

Hiccup wasn't sure what to expect when he entered, but he had to say, he was pleasantly surprised. The space felt like it was decently sized for a bachelor apartment, and it contained a queen sized bed, a desk with a computer on it, a loveseat, a dresser, and a small curtained off bathroom space with a toilet, small sink, and shower. Hiccup also spotted a small bar fridge and a hot plate in the corner, and two televisions hanging on the walls above them.

"I still can't believe that I never knew this was here," Hiccup muttered.

"Yeah, sorry about that. I didn't mean to keep it a secret, it just never came up I guess." Toothless replied as he put an arm around Hiccup, clearly having overheard Hiccup's statement. "So the others are just dismantling the equipment, then taking it down to Meatlug and the van. Then they'll be out of here. I expect the cops to be here to search the joint within twenty four hours, so I think it would be best if you just waited in here for a while. I'm going to move the key to the safe since I don't expect an emergency situation where I'll have to get in here quickly, and they probably won't bother to search the safe. The fridge is freshly stocked, and the TVs actually have an option to show the feed from the cameras embedded in the window frame downstairs, so you can look into the apartment or out and see the view. I've also put some of your clothes in the dresser. When the cops arrive, make sure you don't make any noise. Got it?"

"Got it," Hiccup confirmed after he let all of the information sink in. He could live in this space for a day or so, especially if he could watch TV. And with that, Toothless turned back towards the exit to the small hideaway, smiling at Hiccup and sparing a quick, "I love you," before the door sealed behind him.

Hiccup just stood there for a minute, but after he snapped out of his momentary trance he knew exactly what the first thing he wanted to do was. Almost immediately he belly flopped onto the bed and sprawled out on the comfortable mattress. He was actually excited to get to sleep on it, considering he may as well have been sleeping on rocks for almost a week. He got up to get changed, but before he did he flipped on one of the televisions and set it to show the camera facing the living room downstairs.

The image took a moment to appear, but when it did he was greeted with an image of Toothless closing the door to the condo. The living room had no equipment in it that was out of the ordinary, so Hiccup assumed that the others had just left. He switched to the camera facing outside and looked over the vastness of the night-time skyline. He had to admit, it was an amazing view looking over central park. Hiccup continued to get changed and immediately crawled into bed after brushing his teeth and flipping off the television. He was so happy to finally be on something that felt like a bed. It only took him a matter of seconds before he was out like a light.

* * *

><p>Hiccup was rudely awoken several hours later by a pounding on the door. Still in his groggy state from the sudden outburst down below, it didn't register what was going on until he heard someone yell, "Police! Open up!"<p>

Hiccup was wide awake when he heard that. He immediately froze, not moving a muscle while he continued to rest in the bed. He would have sworn he could feel his pulse in his brain. A part of him wanted to turn on the TV screen and look at what was going on downstairs, but he decided against it. He didn't want to see the men and women hunting for him.

He heard Toothless' voice follow just seconds later, meaning he must have already been downstairs. Hiccup allowed himself just enough to turn his head and see the hands on the clock pointing to 7:30. When he turned his attention back to the voices downstairs, he realized they must have started talking at a regular volume since he could no longer make out the words being exchanged. What he heard loud and clear, however, was the sound of people coming up the stairs practically right under him. If he was making sure he didn't make a sound before, he was definitely making sure now. He didn't even wipe the nervous sweat from his clammy hands in fear that they might hear him.

The police searched the condo for a good fifteen minutes, and Hiccup was pretty sure he held his breath the whole time. He didn't even realize he had been holding a breath until he heard the footsteps return downstairs once more and he allowed himself to exhale. He heard more muffled voices downstairs, then he tensed again when he heard more footsteps returning upstairs.

Hiccup was internally freaking out at this point. What if they had found the entrance? What would happen to Toothless? To him? It didn't make the situation any better when he realized that one of the voices, now just outside the linen closet door, was his father's. Stoick must have been doing one last sweep of the house because he didn't stay in the area that Hiccup could hear clearly from for long, just long enough for Hiccup to hear him say, "I can't believe he would do this to me," and, "Such a disappointment. He had a chance…"

Hiccup had to admit that the words stung a little, but he wouldn't let them hurt him since he knew he had heard them significantly out of context. He was pretty sure he could guess what they were about, but he didn't want to think about it. Fortunately he didn't have to think about it long as the door to the condo sealed again about a minute later, and another minute later the door to the safe room opened, allowing Toothless entry.

No words were exchanged as Toothless, still in his own pajamas, laid down next to Hiccup, wrapped his arm around him, and they both fell back to sleep.

* * *

><p>It was just past noon when Hiccup stirred once more, waking both himself and Toothless. Hiccup stretched his arms out above his head and turned to face Toothless, smile gracing his face.<p>

"Hey," was all Hiccup said at first. He couldn't express how happy he was to be waking up next to Toothless instead of in a cell, even if he was in a technically windowless room hiding out from the cops.

"Hey," Toothless responded, smiling as well. He may not have said it, but he too was extremely happy to have Hiccup in his arms once more. They laid there for a few minutes, Toothless gently stroking Hiccup's cheek, before Hiccup spoke once more.

"So, what happens now?" Hiccup pondered aloud.

"Well, we'll have to lay low for the next little while. Probably stay in the condo, but I think you can leave the safe room. I don't think the cops will be back seeing as they've already searched the joint. Maybe just keep the key on you at all times just in case. The condo is stocked for a week I believe."

"We have to stay here?" Hiccup complained. He had just been let out of a prison, but if he was going to be stuck in the condo for a week he felt like he was just exchanging one cell for another. Granted this one was most definitely an upgrade, but still. He missed the open city streets, walking in the park, even riding the subway.

"It's better to be safe than sorry," Toothless cautioned, concerned Hiccup may be spotted if he went out in public too soon. "Besides, I'll be staying in with you."

Hiccup couldn't help but smile at that. He planted a soft kiss on Toothless' lips, silently agreeing to stay in the condo, for now. He pulled himself out of bed, immediately heading to the living room. If he was going to be stuck inside for a while, he was at least going to look out of a real window.

* * *

><p>Hiccup was counting down the days of the week, and he was distraught it was only the third day. It felt like it had been so much longer. He remembered that Toothless had said that the condo was stocked about a week, so sooner or later they would have to go out and restock at least, but he really was hoping to get out sooner. Hiccup, not having much to do over the last couple of days, had taken to naps and going to sleep early so he seemed to be waking up earlier and earlier. His adrenaline had woken him up at 5:30am, and since he wasn't able to get back to sleep, he decided to start preparing a breakfast with the last of the ingredients in the fridge.<p>

He rose from the bed slowly and carefully, assuring he wouldn't rouse Toothless in the process. Creeping down the stairs (and making sure to avoid that squeaky step), Hiccup walked into the kitchen and cracked the fridge. Knowing Toothless he would probably wake up if the fan started to whir, so Hiccup made quick work of gathering the refrigerated ingredients.

Hiccup only took five seconds to get out the milk, eggs, and butter out of the fridge. After he pulled out the dry ingredients he started mixing them in a bowl, carefully making sure the whisk didn't hit the side of the bowl more than absolutely necessary. When he finished making the batter, he realized it was still only 6:00. He put the bowl in the refrigerator and walked over to the window, looking down on the Manhattan streets below. The streets and sidewalks were already starting to get busier with the morning rush, and he couldn't wait to get out there and join them.

He wasn't sure how long he had been gazing down at the streets. It was oddly mesmerizing, watching the ant sized individuals scurrying every which way, oblivious to the fact that they were being watched from above. But Hiccup was only snapped out of his trance like state when he heard the creaking of the bedroom floor upstairs, and when the sun had risen noticeably higher into the sky.

Rushing back into the kitchen to make sure the first batch of pancakes was ready for when Toothless descended the stairs, Hiccup turned on the stove and placed a pan on top before pulling the pancake batter out of the fridge again. He tossed the plastic wrap he had placed on top of the bowl into the trash as he poured three imperfect circles of mix into the pan.

Hiccup watched them just momentarily before jumping into action once more, pulling out plates, cutlery, and some Canadian maple syrup before returning to the stove just in time to flip the flapjacks.

Hiccup's ears picked up the squeaky step on the stairs right as he was removing the first three pancakes from the pan and placing them on the plate he had next to him. He picked up the plate and turned in place, meeting a fully dressed Toothless half way at the kitchen island. Toothless pulled out a chair as Hiccup set down the plate and returned to the stove to put more batter in the pan.

"You know, with how much cooking you've been doing over the last few days someone might think you'd been away from the kitchen for years, not four days," Toothless cracked before taking a large bite out of one of the perfectly cooked pancakes.

"Well that doesn't mean I didn't miss cooking, and cooking for you. Plus there is only so much I can do cooped up around here. I mean I think we've binge watched every television show ever created," Hiccup replied without even turning around.

"Yeah, well, the life of an outlaw isn't always as glamorous as it seems I guess," Toothless said, right before Hiccup turned around to grab the pancake plate to take out the second batch. Right before he took it back, however, Toothless made sure to grab both of the remaining pancakes with a smile.

Hiccup just laughed, responding quickly by saying, "Have you seen this condo? It looks pretty glamorous to me." Hiccup returned the freshly stocked plate to the counter before putting the last batch of pancakes into the pan and sitting in his own seat.

Hiccup took his first bite of pancake as Toothless swallowed and added, "Well I can't help it if I'm an amazing interior decorator."

Hiccup almost choked when he started to laugh with his mouth full. But a few coughs later and some water from the sink, he managed to get out, "Yeah, OK, and how many interior designers did you pay to do this place?"

Feigning hurt, Toothless sarcastically whipped, "I assure you I have no idea what you were talking about!"

"So only three?"

"I'll have you know it was two," Toothless muttered, taking another bite of pancake in the process.

"Well at least that's better than the five you needed for the warehouse."

"That was a bigger space!" Toothless argued.

"Most of it is a garage," Hiccup pointed out, taking another bite. When Toothless stuttered and was unable to come up with a response, Hiccup smiled triumphantly. "Now, we need to talk about something." At this, Toothless' and Hiccup's expressions both became much more serious. "Look, it's been a few days. Things already need to be restocked, and…"

"I am aware," Toothless interrupted, "that we need a few things. So after breakfast I am going to head out and restock."

"And by I you mean we, right?" Hiccup asked expectantly. By this point the pancakes had been temporarily forgotten.

"Hiccup…" Toothless started, running a hand through his hair and exhaling heavily.

"Don't you Hiccup me," Hiccup fumed. "I have stayed with you in this condo for three straight days, plus I spent the four previous days locked up in a concrete box. I need to go outside; I need to interact with other people!"

"Don't you think I understand that?" Toothless asked simultaneously upset and angry, but not at Hiccup. "But don't you also think it would be dangerous for you to be outside with all those people? Have you not been watching the news Hiccup? You're still on the news; they are still looking for you."

"Don't you think I'll be careful? I'll be fine," Hiccup tried to argue, but his words fell on deaf ears.

"DAMN IT HICCUP I WON'T LOSE YOU AGAIN!" Toothless yelled before standing up abruptly, knocking the bar stool he was sitting on backwards. Hiccup could see the tears starting to form around Toothless' eyes, and he could feel the tears forming around his own.

Just then, Hiccup caught the scent of something burning and immediately remembered he had left the third batch of pancakes cooking on the stove. Immediately turning to turn off the heat, Hiccup sighed at the blackened batter and immediately brought it over to the trash can. By the time he turned around, however, all he saw was the front door swinging shut behind Toothless.

* * *

><p><strong>OK, big news! (sort of...) Basically, I know last time I said that this was the last chapter before the epilogue, but apparently I lied (not intentionally!) I just got so many new ideas when writing this chapter that I had to split it in two.<strong> **So NEXT chapter is the last before the epilogue!**

**Next chapter: On or before July 4. See you then!**

**Why not help cool off some tempers with a review?**


	25. Chapter 25

**Happy belated Canada Day! :D And happy Independence Day if you are in the US XD. So here it is, the last official chapter. There will be an epilogue after this, but if you were just sticking around to see the ending you could finish off here. I feel like this chapter wraps everything up in a nice little bow. But I won't keep you reading this longer. See you at the bottom!**

* * *

><p>Hiccup waited seven and a half long, painful hours at the apartment for Toothless to return. He knew Toothless was out doing jobs without him, and that worried him as it had from the beginning, but he decided he shouldn't make it worse by going out after him. He had been bored out of his skull the whole time, seeing as in the last couple of days he had cleaned the entire condo top to bottom, cooked and frozen enough meals to last several weeks, and watched everything on the PVR at least twice. But when Toothless walked in all those hours later, grocery bags in hand, Hiccup couldn't find it in himself to continue the argument. Instead, he walked up to Toothless, took half of the bags, brought them to the kitchen, and started to unpack them. While nothing was said, Hiccup made it very clear: he knew Toothless had done some business while he had been out, and he was hurt that Toothless was working alone again, and he wanted to make sure Toothless knew all of this. They worked together in silence for about five minutes before they were done and either of them found the courage to speak. It was Toothless that broke the heavy silence.<p>

"Look, I'm sorry for storming out earlier. And I completely get why you were mad. You have every right to be. I know this won't make up for anything, but the gang will be coming over tonight. I figured it's at least some sort of social interaction. You know, other than me."

Hiccup wasn't entirely satisfied with that, but he wouldn't complain with what little he could get without a fight. Besides, seeing the others would be nice for a change. Hiccup was about to run through a list of things he should do before they arrive, but seeing as the entire place had been scrubbed top to bottom and Toothless had already picked up some snacks, there was really nothing that needed to be done. So, Hiccup did the only thing he could think to do: he walked over to the bookcase, picked up the next book in the Heroes of Olympus series since it was the only book he hadn't read yet, and cracked it open to the first page.

* * *

><p>The gang was set to arrive one at a time, probably still trying to avoid being in public together too much. But tonight was the night they would finally all be in one place again, and it would be behind the safety of closed doors. Before anyone arrived, however, Toothless indicated to Hiccup that he wanted a small favour.<p>

"Hiccup," Toothless started, a little uneasy and nervous, "I want to talk to everyone tonight, but I'd rather you not be there."

Hiccup was hurt by that statement, and he was also a little confused. What was there about the business that Toothless didn't want Hiccup to know about? Regardless, Hiccup nodded wordlessly.

"Alright, how do you want this to happen?"

"How about a poker game?" Toothless pondered aloud. "We can set it up and you can say you don't want to play. It would be the perfect chance to just watch and excuse yourself when necessary. Then I can talk to them."

"Alright," Hiccup agreed. He still wasn't happy, but after their last argument he didn't want to start anything new. And above all, he still had an unwavering trust in Toothless that he wasn't going to let fade so easily, and so he agreed. Hiccup set to work immediately, making sure there were enough chairs around the circular dining table to fit everyone as well as getting out the poker table designed table cloth Hiccup had thought was tacky at first. Who knew it would come in so handy?

Stormfly arrived first, just moments later, followed quickly by Meatlug. A few minutes later brought the twins, who were bickering even as they walked through the door. Hookfang arrived a little later, after the others had already had a drink and some snacks. With everyone present, Hiccup threw the snacks that needed to be cooked into the oven and started to help organize the game of poker with Toothless. Meatlug was the first to agree, not even hesitating. Stormfly agreed next, saying the others would have no chance against her poker face. Barf and Belch took this as a chance for a competition and eagerly sat down at the table across from each other, and Hookfang just seemed to agree because he was the only one left.

Toothless started to deal the first hand, Hiccup standing behind him and looking over his shoulder. Meatlug cocked an eyebrow and asked, "Aren't you going to join us Hiccup?"

Hiccup paused for a moment. He would have liked to, but playing would have made it harder to excuse himself. Hiccup was still confused and it still hurt him a little to think that there was something Toothless didn't feel comfortable talking to everyone about around him after all this time, but he didn't think it best to question his logic right after an argument or while everyone else was here.

"I need to focus on the food in the oven," Hiccup said, not entirely lying. As if on cue, the timer on the oven rang and Hiccup left to go get the spinach puffs out of the oven. After carefully removing them from the oven, he took them off the tray and placed them on two separate platters. He set one at each end of the table, careful not to disturb the cards in the middle for their current round of Texas Hold'em.

Hiccup returned to his position behind Toothless, silently watching the next few hands. When it came to Hookfang's turn to deal, Toothless silently turned his head to Hiccup and nodded. Catching the message, Hiccup silently excused himself and headed over to the stairs. He ascended at a regular pace, then halted immediately as soon as he was behind the wall. He promised Toothless he wouldn't be there; he didn't promise that he wouldn't listen in. He made sure to remain perfectly quiet as well, lest Stormfly and her superhuman senses discover his presence.

Toothless started after the hand was over, after the clacking of the winner collecting their chips was done. Judging by the chuckle, it had been Meatlug.

"Alright everyone, I need to talk to you about something serious."

All sound in the room immediately ceased. The sound of shuffling cards stopped, the squeaking of chairs ceased, and the whispers between Stormfly and Meatlug halted mid-sentence. Hiccup couldn't see anyone but he knew that smiles had dropped and everyone was all ears. Toothless wasn't one for unnecessary pauses but it seemed like Toothless was taking forever to continue.

"You all helped me take over a little over three years ago. We took the torch from RD and now, I think it's time to pass on the torch once more."

No one spoke for a solid minute. Stealing a peak around the corner, Hiccup saw confused faces mixed with a little shock. He quickly returned to his hiding place to avoid being spotted.

"Toothless, what are you saying?" Meatlug asked gently.

"It's time for me to leave, to pass on leadership to one of you. My time in this enterprise is complete. It is time one of you takes over from me."

"But why now? What inspired this?" Stormfly asked.

"Quite frankly, Hiccup." Hiccup immediately perked up at the mention of his name, venturing to stick his head out around the corner once more. "We broke him out of prison, something that we've never had to do before. I won't feel safe letting him out on the streets again. They'll be searching for him for years, and with his father, I think the search will be even more intense. Plus they'll be keeping an eye on me to see if he's with me. I can't subject Hiccup to that. We need to leave, to go somewhere he won't be hunted."

"Wow, Toothless," Barf said, "Are you sure about this? You'd be giving up almost everything."

"I'm sure. Hiccup is the one thing that would give me enough motivation to do this. This is all I've ever known, as it is for most of us. But I'll have to change for him."

Hiccup had a very hard time resisting jumping out and hugging Toothless. He was willing to leave the mob, give up his whole life, just for him?

"But where will you go?" Meatlug asked, legitimately curious. Hookfang had just been sitting, one knuckle near his mouth this whole time, clearly thinking about something.

"Somewhere out of the country. Somewhere they won't think to look. I was thinking France."

"But Toothless, there are only two ways to give up power," Hookfang chimed in, clearly indicating what he had been thinking this whole time. "You either need to be 'taken out', or you need to select someone to take over power."

"Well seeing as I don't want to be 'taken out'", Toothless cracked with a small smile, "I have selected someone. And I did it in a way I hope you will all find fair and reasonable."

"Well, who is it then?" Belch asked, leaning forward in anticipation.

"You all have the potential to be just as good a leader as I was. You all have the knowhow to take over. So, I picked the person who has the most experience, even more than I do." Turning to his left, Toothless asked, "Meatlug, can you take over for me?"

When Hiccup thought about it, Meatlug did make the most sense. She was almost like a motherly figure to everyone else, and she got along with everyone. Hiccup knew Hookfang (and especially Snotlout) was power hungry, but no one would go against Meatlug. There would be too much retaliation from the others.

With a smile, Meatlug replied, "Of course, anything for you and Hiccup."

"Thank you so much." Toothless immediately got up and gave her a hug.

Hiccup barely registered what happened next, seeing as he felt like he was in a surreal state of mind. He immediately headed up to the bedroom, grabbed his tablet, and started typing. Toothless was going to take him to France so he could have his freedom, and he was ecstatic to go. But if he was going to leave the country forever, there were two things he felt he needed to do: brush up on his French, and write a letter.

* * *

><p>Hiccup took a solid thirty minutes to write his letter. It was short but thorough, and he felt it got across exactly what he needed it to. He stuffed the letter into an envelope he had nearby and dropped it into his top drawer. He didn't want to think about it constantly before it was delivered, and he felt there was something final behind it when the saliva and glue sealed the flap shut.<p>

Deeming that a half hour away would be an acceptable amount of time had he not known what was going on, Hiccup decided to make his way back downstairs. He stepped on the squeaky step deliberately to alert the others to his presence, and when there was no direct response he took up his spot behind Toothless once more.

A quick glance around the table and Hiccup noticed two distinct changes: the spinach puffs were almost gone, and Meatlug and Stormfly were cleaning up at the expense of the twins and Hookfang. Toothless seemed to be fairing pretty decently all things considered.

Toothless won the hand a moment later, and Hiccup took this opportunity to gauge the mood around the table.

Stormfly let out a groan of disappointment, but nothing that would indicate any underlying disappointment. She and Meatlug tossed their cards away from them gently, clearly just disappointed in losing a few bucks that hand.

"HA!" Barf laughed, a positive sign, "Belch is bankrupt!" He broke out in a laughing fit, at least until Belch piped in.

"Well I'm only bankrupt because I had to loan you a hundred and fifty dollars a few hands back! Which, by the way, you still owe me."

Feigning insult, Barf placed a hand gently on his chest and asked, "Would you really make your only brother, your twin no less, pay you back such an insignificant amount of change when I give you so much already?"

Without hesitation, Belch responded with a stoic expression, "Yes."

Hiccup could clearly tell there was nothing wrong there. But that left Hookfang, and he was the one Hiccup feared would harbour the most resentment to Meatlug being asked to take over. He was a little harder to read as he stayed silent between hands, but it was his turn to deal next. He watched Hookfang deal the cards, and noticed he was gently tossing them as most people would rather than slamming them down. His expression remained unchanged the entire hand, and Hiccup didn't know if he should chalk that up to a foul mood or an amazing poker face.

Hiccup's answer came approximately three minutes later, when Hookfang won the hand with a straight flush. He may have tried to remain calm, but Hiccup definitely noticed the small victory wiggle and the crack of a smile forming on his face. If Hookfang was having a good time Hiccup highly doubted he was off put by the evening's events.

Only a few more hands passed before the gang decided to start heading out. As with how they came, they left one at a time in order to stay separate. Small conversations dwindled along with their number, until eventually Meatlug bade the final farewell and stepped across the threshold of the condo.

Hiccup immediately wanted to hear confirmation of what he had heard earlier, but he didn't want to seem too eager and give away to Toothless that he had been listening. Toothless, however, had other ideas.

He took the dishes over to the sink and started to wash them while Hiccup cleaned and folded the tablecloth before putting it away. They worked in relative silence, but Hiccup didn't notice as his mind was set. Their silent sequence of events eventually moved upstairs, and finally into the bed where they laid together for a while. Hiccup was about to cave and finally ask, but Toothless beat him to it.

"Hiccup, I think we should leave."

"What do you mean?" Hiccup asked, attempting not to sound too excited. He had to remind himself that he was supposed to know nothing at least twice.

"I won't feel safe letting you out of the condo, not with your father and the police hunting for you. So I think we should leave. Go somewhere where we don't have to worry about the cops being constantly on us. Besides, it would be the perfect excuse for me to get out of this business. I would finally get to do something new with my life."

Hiccup hadn't realized until just now, but Toothless may have made this decision as much for himself as he did for Hiccup. This was his chance to change his life too, and apparently he really did want to. Perhaps being thrown in prison hadn't been the worst thing that could have happened after all.

"Where do you think we should go?" Hiccup tried to seem like he was just lazily asking.

"France." Toothless didn't even beat around the bush, and if Hiccup wasn't sure before he was sure now: Toothless had his mind set on France for a reason.

"Why France?" This was the one piece of information Hiccup didn't know, and he was legitimately curious. He actually elevated himself on one arm as he asked, in order to look Toothless in the eye.

Toothless turned his head away and said, "No extradition treaty." Hiccup was confused as to why Toothless had looked away and why his response there had been so quick and to the point, but he decided not to push it. He would find out in time and right now there were other things he wanted to find out.

"When do we leave?"

Toothless looked back at Hiccup before answering, and after cracking a smile he asked, "When will you be ready?"

"Two days?"

"Well then, I guess we leave in two days."

"But how are we going to get there?" Hiccup asked, resting his head on Toothless' bare chest. His head rose and fell with Toothless' breath, and Hiccup could hear the rhythmic beating of Toothless' heart in his ribcage.

"A private jet would bring too much attention, so we're going to fly commercial. A little make up, a fake moustache, and no one will even know it's you."

"But we'll need passports to get to France," Hiccup started, but Toothless cut him off.

"Come on Hiccup, I have that machine that makes fake licences on demand, do you not think I can make a few passports?" Toothless smiled down at Hiccup, who couldn't help but smile back.

"Fair enough," was all Hiccup said before he gently closed his eyes and they both drifted off to sleep.

* * *

><p>The next two days were hectic, but neither Toothless nor Hiccup had any problem with that. The morning of day one was mostly packing, cramming clothing into suitcases and picking which essentials they would be bringing with them. Toothless also informed Hiccup that Stormfly would be responsible for selling the condo and sending them the money from the sale after they had left.<p>

That afternoon they headed out to the warehouse. This was the first time that Hiccup was allowed out of the condo, and Toothless was still very nervous about it. Hiccup was forced to wear a massive hoodie, sunglasses, a baseball cap and baggy jeans, an outfit that Hiccup thought would just bring more attention to him, but they got to the parking garage and out of downtown without any problems.

When they arrived at the warehouse, there was another car waiting out front. Hiccup was concerned at first but Toothless quickly explained.

"It's just the makeup artist."

"Makeup artist?" Toothless' explanation didn't really explain much and it only served to confuse Hiccup further.

"Yeah, I mean all the security guards at the airport are going to know what you look like, right? So we are going to change the way you look just a little. And it needs to be done today because we need you to look like the picture in your fake passport…."

"Which we are going to take today," Hiccup finished.

"Exactly."

After parking around back in the garage and letting the makeup woman in, the three continued to a room upstairs Hiccup had actually only ever been in once. It was a simple square room with windows on one side and a wall of mirrors on the other. Hiccup had no idea what the room was ever used for (or if it even had been), but he didn't question it.

The artist got to work erasing Hiccup's freckles, extending his nose just a little, and even dying his hair. Hiccup was slightly hesitant when it came to the coloured contacts, but he finally agreed. However he would only put them in just before they left for the airport.

The entire process took a little over an hour, and Toothless returned just in time to witness the big reveal. Hiccup had to admit, the artist had done an amazing job. If he hadn't known it was himself looking at his own reflection, he would never have recognized himself.

"Wow, that's amazing," Toothless commented as he handed a cheque to the artist. After thanking her once again and her reassuring she could find her own way out, she left. Toothless returned to Hiccup, who was still examining himself in the mirror.

"Well, we have our tickets," Toothless said, waving the papers in his hand around. "We are booked on an 11:30 a.m. flight tomorrow."

"Sounds great," Hiccup said as he took the papers to examine them. He saw two fake names, a Damian Night and an Eric Night. Before Hiccup even had a chance to ask, Toothless clarified.

"You're Eric. I hope you don't mind, I just picked a name."

"It's fine," Hiccup assured. "And you picked a really cool name for yourself. Damian. I like it."

"Actually, I didn't pick that." When Hiccup only provided a confused look in question, Toothless clarified once more. "My parents did. That's actually my real name. And actually, other than me you're now the only living person that knows that."

"Aww, Toothless," Hiccup said as he ran up to and embraced Toothless. Hiccup was surprised at himself that he wasn't hurt that it had taken three years plus for him to tell Hiccup his real first name, but then he realized: Toothless was all he had ever known him as. It was all anyone had ever known him as. So in effect, that had become his real name.

"I think you should start calling me Damian now," Toothless said as he pulled away from the hug, "Just so we don't have to worry about slip ups tomorrow. Is that OK Eric?"

"Of course Damian," Hiccup winked.

"Great, now let's go get your picture taken. It's the last thing that we need for your passport."

Grabbing his colour contacts, Hiccup followed Toothless out to the room where he had gotten his first fake licence all that time ago.

* * *

><p>When they arrived home from the warehouse it was almost 11:00 p.m. Toothless wanted to head straight to bed in order to prepare for the day tomorrow, and Hiccup pretended to agree. Little did Toothless know he had one last thing to do before they left.<p>

At around 1:30 a.m., when Hiccup was certain Toothless was asleep, Hiccup went into the next room and changed into some inconspicuous street clothes. He silently made his way down to the lobby, then out to the street. He knew Toothless would be mad if he discovered he was going out on his own, but it was something he had to do.

One half hour cab ride later and Hiccup was outside a set of cemetery gates. They creaked as he pushed the rusted metal entryway open and Hiccup started to walk the path he had memorized years ago. He knew he'd arrived when he saw the tombstone that he had seen many times in his life: his mother's. He knelt on the ground in front of it and just started to talk.

Hiccup spent the next several hours just talking, hoping his mother could hear him. He asked for advice, he told his story, and he apologized for not visiting for a while. But most importantly, he said goodbye. He apologized that he wouldn't be able to return again. He asked her not to be mad, and that he was doing what made him happy. He was startled when a voice suddenly appeared behind him.

"I'm sure she understands." The voice was soft, kind, and most definitely Toothless'. Hiccup immediately went into apology mode.

"Toothless, I'm so sorry, I…"

"Stop," Toothless interrupted abruptly. "I get why you came here. I understand. I'm not mad. I just wish you would have told me." Toothless smiled as if to prove his point, and Hiccup smiled back.

Getting off his knees, he turned to Toothless and said, "Thanks," before returning to his mother's head stone and saying, "Goodbye mom. I miss you."

A single tear fell from Hiccup's eye as he said that and turned to walk away from his mother's final resting place, but only Toothless noticed. Neither said anything as they sat in quiet contemplation for the car ride back to the apartment.

* * *

><p>When they arrived back at the apartment, it was already six in the morning and almost time for them to leave. Hiccup hadn't realized how much time had passed and now he had stayed awake all through the night. But he knew there was nothing he could do about it now so he simply moved on with what he had to do.<p>

Taking a few minutes to gather their fake passports, pack the last of their things, and bring it all to the door, Hiccup and Toothless prepared to leave the place that had been their combined home for the past several years for the last time. Hiccup didn't know how Toothless had done it, but in two days he had found an apartment in Paris that they could move into as soon as they landed. Hiccup paused as he was about to close the door for the last time, sparing just one passing glance at the space and remembering when he had seen it for the first time. He would be lying if he said he wasn't going to miss this condo. No words were exchanged as Toothless locked the door for the last time.

As they descended in the elevator, nothing could be heard other than their breathing. A soft ding indicated their arrival in the lobby, and as Toothless gave the key to the security guard that would hold it until Stormfly arrived a little later, Hiccup quickly dropped his letter from the day before into the mailbox. By the time it arrived they would be long gone, and that was exactly what Hiccup wanted.

The entire gang had arrived to drive them to and see them off at the airport. Hiccup had to admit it was nice for all of them to show up, and he got his chance to say one last goodbye to the gang. When they arrived at the airport it didn't feel like a goodbye, and Hiccup was grateful for that. Meatlug simply provided some advice, the twins bickered, Stormfly joked that at least they wouldn't have to put up with Camicazi trying to swipe stuff from them anymore, and Hookfang promised to take good care of the cars and the warehouse since he would be taking those off of Toothless' hands. They didn't step out of the car however so that they wouldn't all be caught on airport security footage.

After the final goodbyes, Hiccup and Toothless got out of the car and watched the SUV limo speed off. When it was no longer in sight they headed inside, checked in, and headed for security.

"Damian, I have to admit, I'm nervous," Hiccup said as they neared the front of the line, but assuring he used Toothless' proper name.

"Eric, everything will be fine," Toothless reassured as he took off his shoes and placed them on the conveyor belt, encouraging Hiccup to follow suit. He gave Hiccup a smile that he couldn't argue with, then passed through the body scanner.

When it was Hiccup's turn he was so nervous he was worried the sweat would cause the makeup to run and his cover to be blown. He walked up to the security guard and while he wasn't sure if it was just his hyperawareness or not, he swore the guard looked longer and closer at him than anyone else. Regardless, Hiccup breathed an internal sigh of relief as the guard allowed him past and he walked through the scanner without a hitch.

They reclaimed their things and waited for the flight, grabbing a quick sandwich at the café behind security.

"So," Hiccup started between bites of his Panini, "Have you ever been to Paris before?"

"Nope, so this'll be interesting," Toothless said before a large bite.

"So where is our new place located?"

"Downtown Paris. It's actually a really nice area. We really should've thanked Hookfang again for buying the cars; he's the reason we could afford it off the bat," Toothless replied before taking a large bite of his own wrap. Hiccup couldn't help but chuckle a little at that. When he was done, Toothless continued. "Although one car is being shipped over. I just couldn't let it go."

"Which one?"

"The Zonda."

"You really like that car don't you?"

"It's been there for all the important moments in our life," Toothless smiled. Hiccup smiled back and then yawned, exhausted from his lack of sleep. Fortunately for him, just then an announcement came over the loudspeaker indicating their flight was ready for boarding.

Grabbing their bags and heading to the gate, they entered the line to get onto the plane. They were in first class so they got to board first, and Hiccup was grateful for that too. Hiccup sat down as soon as they got inside and Toothless got to work putting their carry-ons in the overhead compartments.

"Hiccup, have you ever flown before?" Toothless asked as he sat down and fastened his seatbelt. When he received no response he looked over and found Hiccup already fast asleep in his seat. Toothless just chuckled gently and fastened Hiccup's seatbelt for him. As he let out a yawn of his own, he realized a nap didn't sound like a bad idea. And within a few minutes, Toothless too was asleep and ready to enter his new life with Hiccup.

* * *

><p><strong>And so they're off. I'm guessing most of you can guess what the epilogue is going to be XD. For those of you sticking with me till then, see you on the other side.<strong> **If you're not, then I'll say thanks for reading now** **:)**

**Epilogue: On or before July 25**

**And in case someone didn't follow it but was interested, I just posted the story of how Toothless proposed in "The Untold Stories".**

**It's a long flight to Paris, why not give them a little reading material in case they wake up early? They love to read reviews :)**


	26. Epilogue

**Alright everyone, here it is. 11 months later and we are finally at the Epilogue. Also, news! If you look up at the description you'll see that a lovely reader is translating this story into Spanish! In case anyone prefers :) Alright, I'll leave the rest of the massive A/N till the bottom so you can get right to it :)**

**EDIT: Sorry again everyone, I'm pretty sure I just got the last mistake :)  
><strong>

* * *

><p>Eight hours later and they were disembarking the plane in Paris. Hiccup stretched out his back as he waited for his luggage at the carousel, Toothless doing the same. Hiccup had breezed through security without issue, seeing as Toothless had already gotten his Visa and his border security guard spoke English. He had been kind of nervous that he had been separated from Toothless for that part, but now it was in the past.<p>

They sat at the carousel for ten minutes before they both had their luggage. When Toothless finally grabbed his last bag they wheeled them out to the taxi stand and hopped in the first available car.

"Bonjour messieurs, oú voudriez-vous aller?"

"Uh, Eng…" Hiccup started before Toothless held up his hand to stop him. With a small wink, Toothless turned his attention to the taxi driver.

"51 Avenue de la République s'il vous plait."

"Trés bien monsieur. Trente minutes."

"Merci."

With that the taxi took off, headed south towards downtown. They remained silent for a moment before Hiccup picked up the conversation.

"So, you speak French?"

Toothless looked over at the driver and asked, "Monsieur, parlez-vous anglais?"

When the driver replied with a curt, "Non," Toothless returned his attention to Hiccup.

"I guess I never told you this, but I'm not originally American. I'm Canadian. And more specifically, Quebecois. French is actually my mother tongue. I might be a little rusty since I haven't used it in a while but I think the basics are still there. The other problem is that Quebecois French is slightly different than the French they speak here, so that may give me a few problems, but I think we'll be fine."

"Well that explains a few things," Hiccup cracked. "Which part of Quebec?"

"Montreal. But enough about that. Have you picked up any French over the last couple of days?"

"I think I've picked up a little bit," Hiccup responded, clearly a little unsure of himself.

Toothless knew the best way to pick up a language was a mixture of practice and necessity, and so he said, "Well then let's hear something."

"Uh, qu'est-ce que tu veux me faire?" Hiccup asked with a slightly shaky voice.

There was only a split second of silence before both the taxi driver and Toothless burst into laughter. Hiccup looked back and forth between the two, face reddening slightly as he wondered just what he had said wrong.

"Hiccup," Toothless started when his laughter began to subside, "What do you think you just said?"

"What do you want me to do?"

"Then what you wanted to say is 'Qu'est-ce que tu veux que je fasse'. You just asked what I wanted to do _to_ you," Toothless corrected, wiggling his eyebrows slightly.

Hiccup looked down in embarrassment, hiding his face before it turned even redder. All he managed to squeak out was a small, "Oops."

"That's ok, you'll get it," Toothless smiled.

The ride was silent for the rest of the trip, the passengers content to take in their new surroundings while the driver focused on the road. When they arrived, Hiccup took a moment to take in the building as Toothless unloaded the bags from the trunk and paid the driver.

"This building is magnificent," Hiccup commented when Toothless stood beside him. "Which floor are we on?"

"The penthouse." Upon hearing that, Hiccup's jaw nearly dropped.

"Oh wow, you really went all out!"

"Well this is the last move I want to make for a long time, so I figured that we might as well do it right. Now come on, we've got bags to move," Toothless stated.

"Alright, alright," Hiccup conceded, picking up as many bags as he could. They managed to get all the bags to the penthouse landing in two trips with the front desk security guard opening the door and pushing the elevator buttons for them, and when the last bag was up Toothless started to dig through his pockets for the key to the door.

The landing was small, approximately five hundred square feet if Hiccup had to guess, with a black and white pattern on the linoleum floor and plain white painted walls. The sole door led to their apartment, and the dark wood contrasted nicely against the room around it. Nailed to the door just above the peep hole was a golden A, which Hiccup assumed stood for the French word for penthouse.

A moment later and Toothless held the key proudly in his hand, finding it in the side compartment of one of his bags. He inserted the key into the lock and turned it, unlocking the door with a soft click. He swung the door open but did not enter, instead gesturing for Hiccup to enter first.

As Hiccup walked slowly through the door, Toothless spoke from behind him, saying, "Bienvenue à notre nouveau appartement."

Hiccup was speechless. Even just the foyer was stunning. Ten foot ceilings under a massive chandelier, and the tiles matched the linoleum from the elevator landing. Off to the left was a small powder room, and off to the right was a small den with hardwood for flooring. In the room were a bunch of boxes Hiccup assumed Toothless had shipped seperately. Straight past the chandelier was a hallway that had a dining room on the left and a kitchen on the right. The kitchen had a basic white tile, and Hiccup couldn't help but notice the stainless steel gas stove with six burners, the huge oven, and the top of the line fridge. The same hardwood from the den covered the floors in the hallway and dining room, and its dark finish complemented the deep red paint in those areas nicely. As Hiccup continued to the end of the hallway he ended up in the living space. He was immediately taken aback by the panoramic view of Paris and the street below.

"Wow," Hiccup said quietly, only to have his voice echo back at him. Looking up, he hadn't realized that on the other side of the room there was a staircase and that the living space was two stories. Dashing up the stairs, Hiccup was greeted to a loft like area, housing a king sized bed, two night tables, two closets, and a door that led into an amazing marble spa bathroom. There was a small railing that looked over the living room below, and looking up Hiccup saw that the windows from before reached up to this story as well. "Toothless, this is amazing!" Hiccup called down, leaning ever so slightly over the railing.

He raced back down the stairs and discovered that during his exploration, Toothless had simply been moving the bags from the landing into the foyer. He arrived just as Toothless locked the door behind him.

"So, I assume you like it then?" Toothless asked with a smile.

"I love it."

"So it's a good replacement for New York?"

"Well," Hiccup said before pausing, thinking his answer through. "New York was home, and there are so many memories there, so I don't think that this will ever replace it. But it seems amazing nonetheless."

"I was the same way when I had to move from Montreal. Nothing replaces home, but you find the best substitute you can," Toothless smiled as he wrapped Hiccup in a hug. When they released each other, Toothless continued. "Now let's get to making this place livable."

Toothless immediately picked up a bunch of bags and Hiccup grabbed the rest. They walked them upstairs and immediately started emptying them into the closets. They also placed the few bathroom products they had brought along in the bathroom where they belonged. Hiccup tossed his tablet on the bed before he headed back towards the stairs.

They made their way back downstairs wordlessly, and immediately started towards the boxes in the den. When they arrived Hiccup took a closer look and realized that there were even more boxes than he had thought.

"Toothless, when did you ship all of this stuff from New York?"

"Actually, this isn't from New York."

"I don't follow."

"Well I knew we'd need to have certain things for when we arrived, so the night we agreed to move here I did a little online shopping and had it delivered in advance."

"A little?" Hiccup asked with a smirk. His final count had been about twenty boxes, some of which were rather significantly sized.

"OK a lot but it's all necessary!"

Hiccup just shook his head and opened the first box. He was greeted with the sight of plates, bowls, and other assorted dishes. Rummaging through the other boxes Hiccup found bar stools, a dining room table without the tools needed to assemble it, a desk with tools that looked like they would also work for the dining room table, a television and stand, an end table, a telephone, a computer, some non-perishable food, some more clothes, and in a really small box about a dozen credit cards with their names on them. Hiccup didn't even know where to start with the questions.

"How did all this get in here?"

"I had the building manager let the deliveries in."

"So in two days you found an apartment, got an immediate closing, and managed to convince the building manager to come over and let all of these deliveries in?"

"Yup," Toothless stated proudly, allowing a smile to grace his face.

"And how?"

"Well the building manager was a simple telephone call and some persuasion. The closing, well, when you send enough extra money someone's way then they can generally be persuaded.

"Dare I ask how much?"

"Final sale was about €7 million." Hiccup's eyes nearly bulged out of his head, but he supposed the sale of all of those cars plus the New York condo would have covered it. But that brought up the next question.

"So when does the Pagani get here?"

"A few days. We have a reserved parking spot in a parking garage a few blocks away. But something tells me we'll be using the car so little that it won't be too much of a problem. It was actually a pretty reasonable price I think. It'll just charge one of our credit cards monthly."

"And how exactly did you get all of those cards?"

"Let's just say that when you give la banque significant sums of money, naturally they would be willing to give you a few cards, n'est-ce pas?" Toothless pointed out, slipping in some French words for Hiccup.

"But in my name too?"

"Well both of our names are on the account so…" Toothless started and trailed off.

Hiccup hadn't realized he had been working, but already the kitchen cupboards were stocked and the plates were almost done being put away. Toothless had placed the bar stools at the island and had started work on the desk. "Oh and our couch comes tomorrow. It was the one thing I couldn't get in time."

"That's OK," Hiccup said as he cracked open the next box.

It was 6:30pm when they finished unpacking, and by then they were both exhausted. But, the furniture was assembled and in place (not without a few arguments though), the kitchen was perfect, the boxes had all been recycled, and the clothes were all in the closet.

As they sat together on the living room floor in front of the blank television for several minutes, content on just holding each other close as they ate out of the cardboard pizza box that had been delivered about ten minutes prior.

"Do you regret it?" Toothless asked out of the blue as Hiccup swallowed a bite of pizza.

"Regret what?"

"Anything. All of this. Meeting me, loving me, being forced to move to Paris with me."

"Not one bit," Hiccup smiled. "Do you? Being forced to leave your friends and your life behind because of me?"

"Not one bit."

* * *

><p>Stoick closed the small door to his mailbox with a small metal-on-metal clang. He was shifting through the envelopes, counting off the bills that had arrived, when he came across a plain, letter sized envelope with a hand written address and no return address. He pondered what it could be as he ascended to his unit in the elevator. He was sure he recognized the handwriting, but he couldn't quite place it. It hit him when he entered the condo and set the rest of the mail down: it was Hiccup's.<p>

Stoick tore open the letter, but before he started to read it he looked through the open door to Hiccup's room. He'd left it exactly as Hiccup had when he had left all those years ago, only going in to clean. He looked in with a heavy heart for a moment before he returned his attention to the letter.

_Dear Stoick,_

_By the time you read this, I will be gone. I'm sorry that I didn't take your advice, that I didn't do what you wanted me to do when we last met. But I just couldn't. I couldn't betray Toothless and my friends like that. _

_I don't hate you. I know that you had your reasons for what you have done over the past few years, even if I don't understand them. I guess it's just like how you don't understand all of my decisions._

_Toothless and I have left the city, but I'm not going to say where we went. I feel like it would just be better that way, and I hope you understand. I have no intentions to return to New York, and I even said one last goodbye to mom. So, I guess this letter is kind of my goodbye to you too._

_I did want to say thank you. Thank you for all the years we had together. We had our ups, our downs, and while everything wasn't always smooth, there are many memories I will keep forever._

_I wrote this letter because I don't want our relationship to end on bad terms. I feel like just vanishing off the face of the earth wouldn't have been very mature. I hope that when you think of me, or on the off chance that we ever do meet again, that there are no feelings of anger, resentment, or betrayal. I know that there will be no such feelings on my end._

_I hope you'll do me one last favour and say goodbye to Gobber for me. Over the past couple of years I've seen him around, always showing up in the back of the crowd wherever we were. I have a hard time believing that that was a coincidence. But as we were normally busy, I never had the chance to go up to him and talk. And now, since our departure from the city was rather spontaneous and urgent, I had no chance to properly wrap things up with anyone really. I just needed to make sure I wrote this letter._

_I love you dad. And with all of our fighting and silence over the past few years, I realized I haven't said that at all recently and not nearly enough before that. And for that, I apologize._

_May the fates lead you down a path that makes you happy in life. You deserve nothing less._

_Love, your son,_

_Hiccup_

* * *

><p><strong>OK, so, a few things. Before everyone asks, I know the wedding was not included here. That has been written separately and posted as its own one shot in TUS (again, accessible from my profile). Next, there is a chance some Englisisms (not sure if that's a word but my French teacher used it...) may have slipped into my French. If so and you catch one I apologize, just send me a PM and I'll have it fixed immediately. Also, I'll say this once more, I love to get reviews. So even if this story has been completed for years but you've just read it all the way through, I'd always appreciate knowing what you thought of it.<br>**

**And before I sign off from this story for the last time, there are a few people I want to thank:**

**ADAMalchemist and Shadowpiratemonkey7, without whom this story never would have been written.**

**Warrior Nun, for the cover art.**

**Jayalaw and Ilmazzobro, for some great conversations throughout the story. **

**And of course, all of my faithful reviewers. It means so much to me that you all took the time to read my story and leave your opinion. I never imagined I would have such overwhelming support for my first ever fic, so thank you all so much.**

**I don't like goodbyes; they have a certain finality to them I don't like. So I'll just say until we meet again readers :)**

**And now, I feel like I can finally say:**

**THE END**


End file.
